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HERE ARE YOUR FUPPETS! 
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How to make a new T.V. series: Buy up a thousand stale fortune cookies cheap. Hire an 
actor at least as cute as Dear Abby to read the advice therein. Set the scene in the sin- 
ridden hell-hole that was Keokuk, Iowa, in the 1950’s. Then —no, wait a minute —make 
that the Wild West of 100 years ago. Anyway, this is CRAZY’s version of the show featur¬ 
ing the fastest hands ’n’ feet in the west 


WRITER: STU 
SCHWARTZBERG 

ARTIST: 
MIKE PL00G 


Traveling through 
desert is a drag. 
This is last time 
I play in Gabby 
Hayes Desert 




Ah! Signpost ahead. 

Let’s see which 
western cliche plot 
I follow this time. 


WIDOW 




First, I think I’ll 
unpack humble, 
meager possessions 
and prepare a 
modest meal to 
restore flagging 
energy! 


I think I’ll s 
with assort 

tart | 
,ed 

r r 

appetizers. W 

one\ I 

Heavy on the 

sparerios, eas 
the burning c 

y on 
oals. 
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Listen closely, housefly. 
Do you not hear honeybee 
making it with dandelion? 


Or locust 
practicing 
time-honored 
ritual of self-abuse? 


i'ou must learn 
to be as one 
with nature , 
grasshopper. 
Tell me, what 
do you hear? 


Venerable One, 

[ hear low-flying 


hear Toyota 
backfiring. 


So much for 
humorous 
anachronisms 


Wow! You 
are sick, old 
man! Y’been 
away from the 
broads too 
long. 


But running across 
acupuncture range 
during live firing 
exercise seems 
harsh penalty! 


Perhaps I was 
hasty in 
calling 

Venerable One 
a sickie. 


Yeah! Ants 
coughing , birds 
breaking wind— 
How do I turn 
it off? 


It is good to seek the 
past, termite. But 
don’t ignore the 
present— that is to 
say, what happens 
after yesterday but 
before tomorrow. 


... And go placidly 
amid the noise & 
haste, & remember 
what money there is 
in poster blow-ups 
of old parchments... 


... never lead with 
your right, and 
remember, screen 
pass is best move 
against all-out blitz. 


And 

always... 
HMM ... 
it seems I 
bore you, 
jitterbug. 


Why must I 
seek the past, 
master? Of what 
value is it? 



You have come 
far, crab louse. 


You can now 

'('yv' 

hear all sounds 

iCr 

7 

in nature! 
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Mayhaps it was tasteless of this 
one to cork off during lecture. 
But having to scrub clean the 
Great Wall seem cruel and 
unusual punishment! 


This is test of your physical and 
mental agility, stinkbug. If you can 
snatch pea from my hand by 
employing artful distraction and coy 
diversion, you graduate from Kung 
Fooey U. 


Cockroach, you have graduated at top 
of your Kung Fooey class while other students 
have fallen by miserable wayside! 















... Must tell the 
world of brotherly 
love, respect for 
life, no man is 
an island. 


ME,YOU FILTHY 
BEGGAR!! 


That flashback 
is courtesy for 
new viewers. 
Very tiring 
for me. Feel 
like shredded 


W-water 

—please! 


Still, in town like 


cowboy is accosting 
woman right in street. 
I'll go to flashback to 
see if I should involve 


clean as it were. 


What if I 


happen upon 
woman being 
annoyed by 
drunk. 
Marinated 
One? 


If she built like Great 
Wall, jump in with both feet. 
Use classy slow motion attack, 
say, eight frames a second, 
shutter speed f/100—allow for sun 


Lemme jes’ 
suck the 
pizen out. 


I jes' seen a snake 
bite yer neck, 
missy! Honest! 


mmm 

















That cowperson will never 
annoy you again, Miss. Also, 
trees and buildings will think 
twice before getting fresh 
with you. 


Hey, shlump! We 
Oriental merchants 
woiked hard to 
make out in dis 
town. Now you is 
makink all us 
Chinese to lookink 
like rotten 
gengsters! 


Hot- 

damn/ 


That drunkard was a 
cattleman. I’m just a 
poor widow raising 
pigeons for export to 
the big cities. The 
cattlemen say I’m 
ruining the land for 
grazing. 


I could’ve sworn I 
took the cattlemen- 
fight -sheepmen road! 
















I can tell you are 
all-wise and knowing, 
sir. Please give me a 
philosophy to live by 

as I approach young 
manhood. 


bittersweet L 


Me first! Help me make the 
transition from widow with self-doubts to a 
woman in full bloom of love! 


We heard there 
were a wise 


WAITAMINIT! 


C’n you say 
a few clever 
words over 


advancing years 


What can 


Could be I was 
imprudent 
raising voice 
to Vegetating 
One. 


Catholic? Does the 
Panda pass waste 
in the woods? 


droppings 



This calls for 

J 


flashback! 






















We’re ruined! 
Wiped out! 


Git ’em all, boys. This is 
cattle country! We can’t 
have pigeons ruinin’ good 
beef-grazin’ land! 


Chinaman! Snap 
out of it! The 
cattlemen are 
stampedin’ our 
pigeons over a 


into our herd 
disguised as 


I don't 
think 
thet’ll 
fool thet 
pigeon 
farmer, 
boss. 


What 

about 

mah 

foot? 


Knock off the 


Hey, you! Lady 
pigeon farmer! 
Clear out! 


gonna hev a 
showdown! 


IPs!' 






JL/yjgP 



He ruined 


my wet 
flashback! 
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Watchit, Charlie. He 
got more junk than 
any other pitcher in 
the Texas League. 


Strike 

Two! 


Strike 

One! 


You were 
wonderful! 
Will you marry 
me and 
stay on ? 


Marriage is a 
big step. Must 
consult Venerable 
One via 
flashback. 


He’s been in 
a severe state 
of flashback 
for ten-years 
now. Should 
I wake him? 


Give it a try, 
Charlie. I know 
he’ll want to 
meet our kids 
and see how 
we’ve cross¬ 
bred our cows 
and pigeons. 



mm 



$ •Mil 

ism 


I’m ready 
ennytime you 
are, Chinaman! 
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What's this? Is CRAZY ripping us off with another Kung Fooey story? Didn't this originally appear in CRAZY #1? 
Well, yes and no. Y'see, this story was actually written and drawn before the other Kung Fooey story but when we 
saw it, we felt it was so... so... fooey, that we rejected it and wrote and drew a totally different story. But since 
we had this one lying around our CRAZY offices collecting moths, we figured we’d better print it in this mindless 

issue... so, here goes. 


Meet Raison Kaine, master of Kung Fooey, master of 
flashbacks and all those other oriental arts. Watch him 
now as one deft flick of his wrist decimates an entire 
100-ton railroad... as one quick smash with his hand 
devastates an entire town... one fast clobber with his 
pinky lays waste to the entire old west... 


SHHhhhh! Quiet now, friends, for below us, nestled in the China hills, is the Shoo Nuff temple where Monks and Priests mass 
in silent prayer. Great Pooj! Hear 'em prayin' silently? Hear 'em meditatin' quietly? 


That’s right, friends, you can hear 'em 'cause they're quietly meditatin' and silently prayin' that Raison Kaine doesn’t B 

massacre ’em with his gentle Oriental art. 


mW 

AliUJMW' J 
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'Young Men's 
Chinese 
Association. 


Sorry about 
that one. 


Ah, Master Pu, 
the teachings of 
peace and harmony 
have worked well 
with young Raison 
Kaine. Perhaps 
too well. 


Who could have known 
when first we bring Kaine 
to humble temple that he 
would so quickly learn 
the ancient ways? 


Is good thing he not 
much older than six 
months, or maybe he 
Kung Fooey apart 
whole Wall of China, 


peace and harmony 
before he wrecks 
this honorable holy 
place. 


Aardvark, you 
still have much 
to learn in ways 
of our people¬ 
like secret of 
Geshundheit, 
Oriental art of 
nose blowing— 


At last, slightly older 
housefly, after all these years 
you have finally caught the 
dagger. Now, leave quickly. 


Oops, missed! Soddy ol' 
bean. 


I am alone now, with 
no place to go... 
no hat to keep my 
head warm... no 
money to get clothing 
from laundry. 


Come 

back, 

Kaine.. 

Kaine- 
come 
back. 


You Raison Kaine? I 
see your "Learn Kung 
Fu" ad on back of 
comic book. You give 
me lessons, and I 
give you laundry free. 


But, if you 
wish to enroll 
in my class at 
the old 
abandoned 
Y.M.C.A* it 
will only cost 
you 

18 , 000,000 

Yen. 


Sorry, but you 
give me lesson 
first. No kickee, 
no shirtee.* * 


... as long as 
the Neilson 
railings let you 
run, that is. 




# 



































DODGE CITY: 


Wowee zowee! 
A yellar person! 
Just whut ah 
lak ta eat fer 
breakfast an’ 
spit out fer 
lunch. 


Call Killer 
Klamm. He 


Woweee! Look et 
thet. Klamm's gonna 
be maghty mad, he 
will. 


Hey, yeller person, 
ah'm gonna 
kick yew face 
in. Chop Suey 
thet? 


Hey, lookee there! 

A real live 
Chinaman! 


EEEYYOOOWWWWI! 

Mosh’llt Mosh'll 
Dullard! We’s bein’ 
invaded by Martians. 


One o’ ’em’s 
outside now— 
pretendin’ ta 
be a Chinaman! 


Take a careful looksee, 
Klamm. There's a 
reward on his head. 


Gorsh, Mosh’ll, ah’m 
not sure. Lots a’ 
folks cum ta town 

wearin’ moneybags on 
their heads! 


As an American 
Marshall I’ve 
sworn to uphold 
the law no matter 
what. 


Well, he is my man, 
Marshall. I’ve spent 
months tracing his 
steps, following 
his path ... and no 
matter how he tried 
covering up where 
he was, I followed 


followed 
the path of 
broken towns 
and decimated 
villages he 
left behind 
after Kung 
Fooeying them. 


Mow’d 
you do 
that, Mr. 
Cannonball? 


You realize, 
of course, 
that his 
hands are 
deadly weapons 
capable of 
killing? 


























FLASHBACK! 




Don't move. Kaine. r You try something 
My depitty and a funny and they'll 
my friends've Hget you. Right, friends? 
got you covered. | Right. Depitty? 


One touch of a 
Kung Fooey finger 
has been known 
to stop the charge 
of a maddened 
herd of moose. 


anyona 

here? 


with my right. 
Then clobber him 
with my left. 


Mister. I'm callin' you out. 
What's your choice of weapons? 
A) Fists? B) Guns? 

C) Knives? D) Name-calling? 


no one to take you, 
Mister. I've been 
bringing in owlhoots 
for over twenty years 
not counting 
summer reruns. 


I seek only little peace, 
Marshall. Not make 
you into little pieces. 


SAY DA' 

SECRET 
.WO ID/. 


You better fight, Mister, 
or I'll shoot your blamed 
fool head off. 


You better fight, Mister, 
or I'll shoot that bowling 
ball off yore shoulder. 


Fight, or 
I'll untie 
your 

bellybutton 

and let all 
your air 
out! 


No! My Shoo Nuff 
training lets me 
withstand any 
pain... 

- but not that! 


I m gonna 
give you 
one more 
chance, Kaine. 


With all those holes 
in there, it sure 
looked like a 
bowling ball to me. 





















































I seek only 
peace, yet 
everywhere 
I go there is 

hostility. 


Could they resent the 
awesome power of 
King Fooey which I 
hold in my hands? 


Could they perhaps be 
acting from petty 
bigotry, and my being 
part-Chinese have 
something to do with 
their overt tendencies 
towards anger? 


Then again, maybe I 
have bad breath. 


But now I continue to seek more 
peace and harmony with nature. 


Ah, for the 
moment I 
rest my weary 
body here in 
this desert 
mirage. But, wait 


Do my 

trained 
eyes 
and ears 
deceive 
me? 


So, when I clobber next town 
I am in, nature will be on my side. 


Can it... 
can it be 

the Welcome 
Wagon? 


Silvia-awayyyyy! 


After all, it is not nice to fool 
with Mother Nature. Huzzah! 


Yes! There 
in the 
distance- 
a cloud of 
dust. 


Ah, young Kaine— 
it is nothing 
wrong for others 
to think you a 
fool—wrong comes 


Can it, Katoe. I didn't hire 
you away from the Green Hairnet 
to replace my faithful Canadian-lndian 
Companion, Toronto just for a bunch of 

dumb comments. 


from thinking 
yourself a fool 


Why, Master? 


Now, use that 
special Oriental fightin 
of yours and clobber 
that laundry-thief. 


Gotcha, guy. 
That fool get 
clobbered now 


'Sides which, it’s 
a sure boost for 
your slagging ratings. 
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Look, Kaine, we're 
gonna have a fight. 

First I'm gonna 
insult your heritage 
something fierce— 


NO! 

Anything 

but 

that. 


Hmmm. Usually Sheesh! Nothing! 
my thinking Now even my 

thusly means n memory seeks 
there's a to hurt me. 

flashback '- 7 - - 


But it shall not change my ways. 

I still shall be the nice 
introspective peaceful master 
of every known form of martial combat 
I've always been. 


I do not 
understand 
in this 


flashbacks! 


It is lucky I am 
such a peaceful 
person, or else 
West may never 
live long enough 
to be OLD West! 


Why must there 
be so much 

violence? 


somewhere 


THas right, son. Ah’m gonna 
take you out for good ole 
America. Y'see, son. this here's 
a docent country, and we 
don't want any of you 
laundry thieves roamin' around 
on good ole American soil. 


Wull, Mister— 
Y'ain't gonna 
beat me up, 
ya commie 


Now turn slowly, 
son, or I'll blow 
them Chinski brains 
of vours back 


Understand? 


'Sides which, 

the reward money's 

nothin' to 
sneeze at. 


Sneeze? Ah, 
Oriental 
art of... 


Then I’m gonna 
insult your actin'. 


r-- 

Hmmmm. Not rilin' you 
up yet. eh? Well, 
howzabout if ah does 
the worstest torture 
of 'em all-? 

-1 i — — — ■ — 

■ 

i 

But 1 do 

not seek 
to hurt. 

\ 

-1 1- 

Namely, make ya listen 


m 

lu jonnny mann s 
Stand Up And Cheer" 

TV shows for the rest 
of your natural life? 



























Once I asked Master Pu 
how to avoid violence 
when others seek to 
hurt my head, and he 
answer in that 
all-wise know-it-all 
way of his: 


"Aardvark. to seek 
violence is wrong, 
yet, if attacked 
first, you have my 
permission to bash his 
brains in. Okee, 
baldie kid?" 


Hachaa! That teach 
'im. I so fed up 
with violence, I 
think I go cave-in 
the Grand Canyon. 


GESUNDHEIT! 


Achooo! 


Well, my name's 

Williamsonny- 

Frad 

Williamsonny, 
an' man, I'm gonna 
wipe that dumb face 
a’ yours across the 
screen, man. 


Dig it, baby- 
I'm the new 
wave -dudes out 
there are sick 
a' you, Kaine- 
they want 
real heroes- 


So just watch 
my style, man, 
'cause you is 

dead meat... 


First this 

... then screw up 

violent 

u my flashbacks 

country 

of the good 

hunt me, try 

ole days at 

to kill me... 

Shoo Muff U. 





















'Cept maybe I get in 
more trouble it I 
didn’t wear clothing. 


I am getting 
so mad it almost 
makes me want to 
return laundry and 
forget tho whole 
furshlugginer 


I am tired of all 
this violence... 
all this stupidity 


let things alone? 
Why did they have 
to have a second 
dumb Kung Fooey story? 


Here, at last, I am at peace 
with myself- groove on 
my own head, so 
to speak. 


Huzzah! It is! 
Here things are 
peaceful. Here 
I can be content. 
Be one with nature, 
even skinny dip 
if I want to. 


Can it be? Can 
this place, so far 
from civilization, 
so far from people.. 
so far from Neilson 


Five months 

I walk desert, 
oasis, and 
’Warner Brothers' 
backlots. But— 


- can this be what 
I seek all these 
long, agonizing 
months? 


I can feel it in 
my bones. There 
shall be no more 
violence... no more 
fighting. Just peace, 
quiet, tranquility. 














CRAZY'S RADIO SHOW OF THE MAGAZINE WAVESI 


Radio is 
coming back! 
Already, 

CBS has a 
daily one hour 
mystery program, 
NBC is also 
beginning a 
regular show. 
Several 
independent 
stations are 
creating series 
off their own, 
as well as 
re-playing the 
best off the 
old days. 

So, we at 
CRAZY thought 
we'd get into 
the act, with 
our very own 
adventure-horror 
radio show, 
which we call... 


We last left Billy, Mitchell, 
and their pet mongoose, 
Lorna. trapped in Gary, 
Indiana, by the insidious 
band of murderous 
midgets known as... TH E 
DREADFUL DWARFS! 

Now, let's pick up on 
them. . 


» 




G-G-Golly. 
Mitchell, 
they're 
closing in 
on us... 
inch by 
inch, 

centimeter 

by 

centimeter. 
W-What 
do we do? 




She can knit an escape ladder 
for us to climb out of this pit, 
Billy. Besides that, she can 
cook a meal for us when we're 
finally free. 


Gosh, Mitchell, 
you're so smart. No 
wonder you got a 
special merit badge 
for brilliance in the 
Soy Scouts. 


I 


Aw, 

shucks! 





Well, 

we ll still escape. 


Frankly, Billy, so am I. And I 
don't like the looks of that 
thing in his hand. 


■v 

I 




Well, Mitchell and Billy certainly 
have their troubles cut out for 
them, don't they, kids? Just what 
is that thing in the dancing 
gorilla's hand, and will Lorna 
find Mary Belle in time? Don't 
fail to miss our next exciting 
chapter, in CRAZY #5. 



Writer: MARV WOLFMAN 





















The Supernatural! Mankind has been fascinated since time immemorial with events that seem to follow rules not of the 
universe. ESP, ghosts, witchcraft, voodoo, clairvoyance, all the phenomena which inspire wonder in man, because they 
are beyond ourunderstanding. It would take a monumental effort to reduce these things to objects of boredom, wouldn't 
it? Well, Meet the Magazine that Managed to Make the Mystical Mundane! It's called . . . 
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Writer: STEVE GERBER Art: MARIE SEVERIN • 


The First Illustrated Encyclopedia of the Decidedly Unusual 



SLEAZOIO 
PULP TRASH 
MEN'S SWEAT 

MAGAZINE 


In 1,112 weak issues, MAN, MYRTH and MAGIC builds into the 
first comprehensive encyclopedia of its kind—if you live long 
enough to see the end of it. More than 1,000 of the dullest articles 
ever assembled, totalling over 17,500,843,221 words, not one of 
which is interesting, in 84 volumes; some 5 or 6 illustrations, 
many of them uncensored, drawn from ancient manuscripts, rare 
tomes, back issues of DRACULA LIVES!, or pilfered from 
museums and private collections. 


Unfounded Subscription Offer: If, 

ahor reading this condensed edition. 

you decide for some unfathomable 
reason to subscribe to Man, Myrth and 
Magic, you may do so at a saving of 69 
Resmcoffs over the newsstand price 
Send cash—no checks, money orders, 
or anything else we would have to 
sign—to Man. Myrth and Magic, 1313 
Flapping Rosebud Lane. Paradise Is¬ 
land. New Jersey. You will receive 
something in return. 


This edition published by 
Butch Cavendish USA Ltd 1974 
United Wormworkers of America, 
1971,1984 
Printed In USA 

Cover picture: Mime danceol the young 
pumpkin, rendered 

by Basil Qualsky. Courtesy Museum of 
Modern 

Rutabagas. New York. 


Binders 

The special binders lor Mon. Myrth and 
Magic look like a sieazoid-pulp-trash- 
men's sweat magazine, so lhal you may 
read your copies in school without hav¬ 
ing them confiscated. The Volume One 
binder is available now tor only 4.95 
Resnicotts. also payable in cash to the 
address listed above. 


FROM THE EDITOR 

Looking out my window at the dead oak tree in my 
backyard, I ask myself, "How could I have allowed 
myself to become involved in so inane and pretenti¬ 
ous an endeavor as Man, Myrth and Magic, when I 
know it isn't going to sell and that I'll just be made to 
look /ik^a silly supernatural goose?" 

And then I remember the words my old Uncle Hiram 
spoke to me, as he was led away from our crumbling 
old southern mansion toward the long-unused out¬ 
house for purposes unknown. He said, "Butch, the 
goose is divine. You'll see." I never forgot those 
words. 

Indeed. I still recall them and have transmitted them 


to my sons and daughters, two aspiring vampires and 
an already accomplished succubus. For that is the 
way the world is. 

I have devoted my life to the study of the paranormal, 
the supernatural, the unknown. I have subjected 
these phenomena to rigorous testing, employing 
every empirical means at my disposal, until I have 
tested them to death and they begin to bore me. 

Now, you will benefit from my boredom, as I pass the 
things which make me yawn along to you in this 
handsome, lavishly illustrated, immensely lackluster 
encyclopedia. This, then, is Man, Myrth and Magic. 
Blessed be. 


Hopper Relargott writing on Gods. Jo Jo Treswhilt (Bulges) was born in Carnage Pith (Vlad Dracul) lived in 
Heroes, and Cereal) is a member ol the Poughkeepsie in 1949 and claims to Transylvania tor a lime before taking a 
Fellowship ol the Resplendent Grain, be ot Martian descent. She combs her position on the laculty ol J.H.S. 51 in 
He received his Ph D in 1746 from hair with a toothbrush and received Brooklyn. New York A masochist by 
Udlpi University in India and has written her M.A. in Physical Impairment Irom nature, she spends her leisure lime in¬ 
several books on mountain goats He is the Idawa University ot Demise in llictingwoundsuponherbodybybeat- 
n member ot the Man. Myrth and Magic 1972 Her hobby is squeezing Irapped ing herselt with live cals 
advisory board. gas out ol dead seagulls. 


Rev. Pierre La Pool (Wilchcrall) is a 
member in good standing ol the Holy 
Order Ol Ine Immaculate Wretch. 
Foremost among his writings is The 
Origins of Ignorance, a psychological 
portrait ot Whither. California 


Next Week in Part 908 


The magical properties of Lard are discussed in the feature article by Ellsworth 
Inri. Ungentina Bogard writes on the fertility rituals of ancient Minneapolis. And 
in a companion article, Ed Smith tells of the fertility rites in modern Sf. Paul. 
Dvombir Hekubqua contributes an analysis of the part sheep-vomit plays in 
Potions, while Brickface Adamantfugga details the sexual customs of Wrens. 
Lemuria.Myth or Fabrication is the subject of an article by Sombernus Floun¬ 
der, and in What Really Went On at the Wakanda Con, Pollut Wazaki, cousin of 
T'Challa, son of T'Chaka, nephew of T'Pook, deals with the sensuous uses 
of vibranium mounds. 




Special Feature 

GODS, 

HEROES 

AND CEREAL 

He knows he’s a may-un, 

He knows he’s a may-un, 

He’s ready for Wheat Guts. 

He knows he’s a may-un. 

(advertising jingle) 

That modern invocation of the 
power of cereal to provide or enhance 
or denote virility is merely the most 
recent manifestation of a phenomenon 
which is as old as the heroic tradition 
itself. 

Consider, for example, the expres¬ 
sion "he’s feeling his oats." Scholars of 
myth have determined that this ex¬ 
pression had its origin in ancient 
Greek legend. A hero named Obtuses 
fell in love with the oat. He kissed this 
oat, slept with it, and to spur himself 
on to great feats of heroism, he would 
place the oat between his thumb and 
forefinger and gently squeeze it. 

The American Indian held corn in 
great esteem. One particular tribe, the 
Yugzohui, not only used corn as food, 
but also as a weapon. Yugzohui war¬ 
riors would throw cobs at their 
enemies. Prisoners were killed by 
stuffing handfuls of corn husks up 
their nostrils. The tribe was wiped out 
before the coming of Europeans to the 
New World by another tribe which had 
mastered the peashooter. 

Certain Huns believed that rice had 
mystical properties to instill virility. 
As a result, they fed the grain only to 
the males of the clan, because they did 
not want their females to turn into 
men. The clan ultimately vanished, 
despite a history of great conquests, 
because its women starved to death. 

But perhaps the most bizarre exam¬ 
ple of the role of cereal in man's 
mythological history was the one it 
played in the case of a cult of barley¬ 
worshipping Druids who once inha¬ 
bited the south of Scotland. These 
Druids would sacrifice themselves to 
the barley. At each spring solstice the 
cult would walk out into the fields, 
stab themselves, and let their blood 
fertilize the earth. Natives of this reg¬ 
ion claim that the barley still grows 
red in springtime; but they eat it any¬ 
way. 

—Hopper Refargott 
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Much medieval scholarly thought 
went into theorizing about these 
winged, white-robed, harp-strum¬ 
ming, heavenly haloed beings. 
Theologians and philosophers 
wondered how many of them could 
dance on the head of a pin Peasants 
wondered how many of them could 
fit in a cake. During the Black 
Plague, sick people wondered what 
they would look like when they be¬ 
came angels, after all the sores 
went away Today, angels are con¬ 
sidered mythical; as with clean air 
and honesty in government, it is no 
longer believed they ever existed. 
They are also a baseball team. 




Above, the most mystifying bulge case in 
history. Regina Rubrricky had so many 
bulges that she was considered unread¬ 
able; "the human equivalent of a sword 
and-sorcery novel." she was labeled by the 
authoritative Byzentine Bulge Review. 
Fredericksen examined her. found her to 

bo one large bulge, growing from behind 
her nose, denoting obesity. 



Bulges on the body can be read like 
tea leaves or like the lines on the 
hand to give insights into the per¬ 
sonality of the bulgee. 

A bulge between the eyes is con¬ 
sidered a sign of high intelligence; 
a bulge over the left eye is thought 
to mean that the individual has a 
tendency toward selfishness. A 
bulge over the right eye means he 
may be attracted to bottled water. 

Bulges on the shoulders are 
thought to indicate a slackening of 
morality. Bulges under the arms 
supposedly mean the individual 
has an aversion to modern technol¬ 
ogy, in particular to aerosol sprays. 
Bulges in the arms, especially the 
forearms, are thought to show an 
aptitude for organic agriculture. 


Bulges in the middle of the legs 
are called knees. 

Bulges in the feet supposedly de¬ 
note a strong tendency toward dog 
emulation and other aberrations 
concerning fire hydrants. 

People who "read” bulges, by 
running their hands lightly over 
the bulgee's body, are called bul- 
gists, or sometimes, perverts. The 
most famous bulgist of modern 
times was Emulsio Fredericksen 
(1904-1973) of Wales. According to 
his admirers, Fredericksen could 
eliminate unwanted bulges by 
beating them back down into the 
bulgee's skin with an instrument 
called a sledge hammer; he used 
the same instrument, they say, to 
raise new bulges where desired. 




Above. a dead person. 


The opposite of life, usually charac- anything. Death may be caused by 
terized by stoppage of the heart, deterioration of the body due to age, 
cessation of neural activity, and the by disease, by poison, or by sticking 
tendency not to go anywhere or do a knife through the heart’ 
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Exorcism is the religious ritual 
employed to drive out demons who 
have taken possession of the minds 
and bodies, or the dwellings and 
lands, of innocent persons, robbing 
them of their right to think for 
themselves and act on their own 
behalf. In its secular form, this rite 
is known as "impeachment," and 
the demon involved need not be of 
supernatural origin. Both forms of 
the ritual are rarely practiced 
today, as few religious leaders now 
believe in the existence of demons 
and few secular leaders have the 
courage to do anything about the 
non-supernaturafones. 



FIRE WALKING 


RABIS 

FABOTNIK 



During the 1940's, the most famous 
advocate of atavism, the practice of 
regressing to the animal state, was 
Professor Rabis Quentin Fabotnik 
of Brooklyn, who could allegedly 
become an ape at will. Among his 
most famous writing was his 
"Treatise on the Seduction of Fas¬ 
cists,” in which he claimed that any 
fascist could be reduced to a gibber¬ 
ing animal, ruled by sexual pas¬ 
sion, if a certain incantation—"I'm 
abuali, I’m the mouse, and 
boomalackawee”—were whispered 
into his ear. 


Barefoot they trod through fire, 
over smouldering logs or red-hot 
coals. Hindu fakirs, Voodoo 
mambos and houngans, dancing, 
singing to their gods, demonstrat¬ 
ing the depth oftneir faith by brav¬ 
ing the tongues of Flame with 
naught but their beliefs to protect 
them from harm. 

Incredibly, they were not 
harmed. Doctors who have witnes¬ 
sed such rituals have verified that 
no burns, no swelling, no blisters, 
appeared on the feet of the fire 
walkers. Such was the depth of 
their faith, said these medical men, 


that their 6e/j«/'that they would not 
be burned actually prevented their 
being burned. Such was the depth 
of their faith! 

Today, firewalking is uncommon 
since the burning of coal has been 
outlawed under certain environ¬ 
mental statutes, due to the energy 
crisis, fossil fuel fires may burn no 
hotter than sixty-eight degrees. 
"Walking across a sixty-eight- 
degree fire," one houngan said, 
"doesn’t prove the depth of much of 
anything except untapped sources 
of oil." 


Heaven 

Once thought to be the place where 
the souls of the righteous are borne 
when those people die, Heaven has 
since teen proved to be the mental 
state induced by watching The 
Mike Douglas Show, and it is even 
advertised as such: "You don’t have 
to die and go/to Heaven for a TV 
show/’cause watchin' Mike Douglas 
is Heaven." As a prominent 
theologian was forced to admit, "It 
must he true, or they couldn't ad¬ 
vertise it.” 




One day—very soon, according to 
some—ihe archangel Gabriel will 
blow his trumpet, the dead will rise 
from their graves, and the world 
will end. At this time, the evil will 
be condemned to death, and only 
the good will survive in the King¬ 
dom of the Lord. 

Either that, or some idiot will 
press a button, sirens will blow, and 
the same thing will happen, but 
only the cockroaches will survive 
. . . anywhere. 
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KRISHNA 

Krishna is the Hindu god of 
Creation, one of a trinity whose 
other members, Shiva and Vishnu, 
represent Destruction and Bal¬ 
ance, respectively. The mantra, or 
prayer-song, of Krishna is: 

Hare Krishna, Hare Krishna 
Krishna, Krishna 
Hare, Hare 

Hare Rama, Hare Rama 
Rama, Rama 
Hare, Hare 

It is believed that continuous inces¬ 
sant repetition of the mantra 
awakens vibrations within one 
which link him to the rest of the 
universe. 

But the process has side-effects 
when practiced by Westerners. You 
may find yourself dressing 
strangely, buying a disproportion¬ 
ate number of George Harrison re¬ 
cords, and spending much of your 
leisure time in Times Square hit¬ 
ting up passersby for spare change. 
And despite your love for the Uni¬ 
verse, you will find yourself snarl¬ 
ing nastily at the ones who don't 
give you change. 

Krishna, Shiva & Vlshna display attitudes 
toward modern Krishna movement. 



Levitation 


It is widely believed that by focus¬ 
ing one’s psychic energy, he can 
cause himself or other material ob¬ 
jects to float in the air. This is called 
levitation, and it is usually accomp¬ 
lished with mirrors. 




Speaking in 
Tongues 

Some mediums in the trance state 
have been observed speaking in 
languages of which they had no 
previous knowledge. This 
phenomenon, known as speaking 
in tongues, was once thought to be 
irrefutable evidence of possession 
or contact with supernatural 
beings—until politicians turned it 
into an art form known as 
"euphemism" by coining such 
phrases as "protective reaction 
strike” which have no meaning in 
any language. Today, speaking to 
politicians is itself considered con¬ 
tact with the dead. 



































Vlad Topes, impalod on his own banana. Whon Informed that ho was impaled on hie own 
bundiin liu Is reputud to liovo said, "I'm sorry, I can't hear you, I have an banana impaled 
In my ear." Fortunately for history, no one can back up this statement. 


Vlad 

the Impaler 

The legend of Dracula the vampire 
is one of the most enduring in the 
supernatural realm. It is generally 
believed to have its origins in Vlad 
Dracul, a Central European 
nobleman who liked to impale peo¬ 
ple. 

One surviving account of the 
period of Vlad’s rule reads as fol¬ 
lows: "Vlad just liked to impale. 
There was something about.the 
sight of something sticking up 
through something else that really 
turned him on. He would impale 
anybody. People used to run into 
their houses when he walked by 
because they were afraid he’d stop 
whatever he was doing to impale 
them. He would impale you any¬ 
where, on anything. With my own 
eye—he impaled the other one—I 
saw him impale a live turkey on a 
pine cone. Another time, I watched 
him impale a muleon a piano. Just 
two weeks ago, he impaled a trout 
on a shoe. Impale, impale, impale! 
That’s all he ever does. It’s said he 
even eats soup with a fork." 

But Vlad’s most horrifying im¬ 
plement was the day he impaled a 
ocal bartender on a cigar. What 
made it so horrifying was that Vlad 
stuck an anchor through the man’s 
belly first and then inserted the 
cigar by hand through the gaping 
hole. 

Vlad died under "mysterious cir¬ 


cumstances,” and when his tomb 
was opened some centuries later, 
his body was gone. This appar¬ 
ently is how the Dracula legend 
was born, since Dracula supposedly 
sleeps in his coffin by day and 
roams the world by night. Native 
villagers generally credit Vlad, or 


Dracula, with the impalement of 
the Titanic on that iceberg; they 
call it his ultimate impalement. 

Others believe he is still at large 
and that his ultimate goal is to im¬ 
pale the moon on the tip of a giant 
ice cream cone. Impale, impale, im¬ 
pale. 


Witchcraft 



Most Americans think of witches 
and witchcraft as cute Elizabeth 
Montgomery and her wrinkled 
nose. Others look to the wicked 
witch of "The Wizard of 0/." for a 
symbol. But in truth, witchcraft fits 
neither of these patterns. 

Witchcraft is naked pagans, 
dancing merrily about a fire, invok¬ 
ing the names of the nature gods, 
engaging in promiscuous and lewd 
behavior, while singing "Hello, 
Dolly 1 .” to the accompaniment of a 
banjo chorus. So says today’s 
foremost witch, Louise Haber¬ 
dasher. 

"Witches are organized in 
covens," she writes in her autobiog¬ 


raphy (Naked Pagans Dancing, 
Nymph Press, 1971). "Each coven 
usually has thirteen members, one 
for each day of the week and six for 
February. Each member has his 
own special responsibility to the 
group. One may be the Official Pen¬ 
tagram Drawer; another, the'Offi- 
cial Naked Inspector; another, the 
Official Banjo Counter; and so on." 

Witches are generally divided 
into two sects—white and black. 
White, or Wiccan, witches practice 
only good magic. They tend to be 
vegetarians, vote Republican, own 
at least two cars, and eat out at 
least once a month. Black witches, 
on the other hand, practice evil 
magic. They eat raw meat, tend to 
be Communists, steal cars from 
white witches, and never go more 
than three blocks from where they 
live. In Mi's. Haberdasher's words, 
"Black witches are against the 
American way. White witches are 
as charming as Doris Day, only 
naked and lewd.” 

Witches use many secret potions 
and spells to obtain the results they 
desire. One love potion recipe re¬ 
quires the following ingredients: 
one mutilated donkey brain, three 


cups of whey, eye of newt, leg of 
frog, finger of lady, monkey’s paw, 
vinegar, water, and a packet of 
Good Seasons Italian salad dres¬ 
sing mix. The ingredients are to be 
mixed slowly over medium heat, 
brought to a boil, and poured, still 
steaming, over the head of the in¬ 
tended lover. When he is released 
from the hospital, he is guaranteed 
to be yours forever. 

Another spell, this one for suc¬ 
cess, calls for three worms, a 
swatch of red cotton cloth, two kid¬ 
ney beans, and an envelope. Re¬ 
peating the magic words, "I need a 
raise, GooFoo. I need a raise, 
GooFoo,” the spellcaster places the 
worms, the cloth, and the beans in 
the envelope, addresses it to his 
employer, and walks due north 
until he reaches a mailbox. He then 
eats the envelope and its contents 
and repeats the magic words thrice 
again. This causes the Wage and 
Price Commission to die, making it 
ossible for the spellcaster to get 
is raise. 

Witchcraft is more and more in 
vogue in America today. This ac¬ 
counts for the impending worm 
shortage. 
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New! From the publishers of 


It happens every day in covens and 
enclaves all across the country. 
You’ve chosen your sacrifice—a 
lovely, nubile blond, age 
twenty—and you suddenly learn 
that to achieve your desired result 
you need a thirtyish redhead. 

This need never happen again! 
Get it right the first time with the 
help of this new, illustration- 
crammed book from the pub¬ 
lishers of Man, Myrth and Magic. 




ON 

SALE 

AT 

ALL 

COVENS 


Ritual Sacrifice: How to Do 
It Right covers every kind 
of spell, every kind of sac¬ 
rifice. Should you kill or 
merely scar? Should you 
use a sword? Fire? The 
rack? Is one cut enough? 
Are six too many? 

Know before you kill! Noth¬ 
ing is more frustrating 
than to discover you’ve 
wasted your time, your 
coven’s psychic energy 
and a human life, all for 
nothing. Ritual Sacrifice: 
How To Do It Right, now on 
sale where you buy mag¬ 
azines. 








HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 

Part VII—Moosekind migrates from Moosepotamia to the valleys of the Vulgar River, 
laying the groundwork for the creation of the Union of Soviet Socialist Herds. 


A compact chronology of the Union of 
Soviet Socialist Herds (U.S.S.H.) with Dr. 
Melville Moose, noted Nostologist, Pal¬ 
eontologist, Iconologist and Siberiolo- 
gist. Dr. Moose is recognized as one of 
the world's leading authorities on the 
Russian Steps. His favorite is the basic 
Box Step and the Two-Step in three- 
quarter time. 

Shanghaied while on tour in China, Dr. 
Moose has turned up safe and sound ac¬ 
cording to this note received by his wife 
Myrna: 



LEFT: A snapshot of 
Dr. Melville Moose 
during his tour of the 

U.S.S.H. The Soviet 
Tourist Bureau furnished 
him with the traditional 
attire, Including woolen 
antler muffs. 


BELOW: The Vulgar 
Boatmooses, navigators 
of the Vulgar River. 



VLADIMOOSTOK 


an» cr ,„ .. „ r ian 

sci®’ n * AS n8 _glb« r3 - f 

** «• * 
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SHANGHAI • 


ABOVE: Map depicts 
the route Dr. Moose 
took from Shanghai 
to Vladimoostok. 


Evidence of Moosepotamian culture is 
found in prehistoric tools unearthed by 
archeologists in the valley of the Vulgar 
River. Apparently hunters from the Ti- 
gress-Moosphrates valley migrated north 
in search of food and settled along the 
Vulgar River. 


LEFT: Prehistoric tool 
found near the Vulgar 
River. ?q 


Writer & Artist: BOB FOSTER 




In the later 1800’s there was evidence of 
growing opposition to Tsarist rule. The 
Romoosov reign tottered with the out¬ 
break of World War I in 1914. In February 
of 1914 the Tsar abdicated and a provision¬ 
al government was set up, headed by 
ALEXANTLER MOOSENSKY. 

In April of 1917 opposition to the pro¬ 
visional government appeared in the form 
of the BULLSHEVIK PARTY, led by VLADI¬ 
MIR ILICH ELKONOV. Elkonov changed 
his name to NIKOLAI MOOSIN. enabling 
him to win the acceptance of the Moosko- 
vites. A contemporary named JOSEPH 
VISSONOVAVICH DJUGASHMOOSI, who 
changed his name to JOE VISSONOVA¬ 
VICH DJUGASHMOOSI, collaborated with 
Nikolai Moosin to strengthen the Bull- 
shevik Party. 


LEFT: The 
symbol of the 
Bullshevik 
Party 






A scene from the Odyssey Steps sequence from the 
1925 film “TOPUMPKIN” which was set against the 
REVOLUTION of 1905. 


Bullshevik Party leaders review troops during a 
May Day parade in front of the Krumlin. 


These two advocated adherence to the 
communistic doctrines of KARL MOOX. 

The Bullsheviks retained power and on 
December 30, 1922, founded the Union of 
Soviet Socialist Herds. 

Nikolai Moosin died in 1924, and with 
the death of Joe Djugashmoosi in 1953, 
NIKITA MOOSCHEV became chairman of 
the Party. 



LEFT: The seat of 
power for the 
U.S.S.H. is 
the Krumlin 
in Moscow. 
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Other artifacts recovered along the 
Vulgar River dating from about 700 BC 
show the influence of Greek art. Thus it 
is known that the earliest Russians had 
contact with the Greeks. 

Around 300 BC, Iranian-Mongrel herds 
known as the SARMOOSIANS dominated 
the region. After brief periods of conquest 
and rule by various tribes such as the 
KWAZARS, the VULGARS, and the 
SCHWARTZS, the breed that became mas¬ 
ter of the region was the SLOBS, who had 
immigrated from Eastern Slobbovia. 


The Vikings, led by Norse warrior ROOR- 
IK the MOOSE, began to rule the region in 
862 AD, the year often accepted as the 
year of the founding of Russia as a na¬ 
tion. 




BELOW: A scene from the film ALEX ANTLER 
NEVSKIER by Sergei M. Eisenmoose. 


Soon the city of Elkiev along the Ndiaper 
River became the seat of rule for the re¬ 
gion. In 1147 PRINCE VLADIMIR MONO¬ 
MOOSE established a new capital at the 
present day location of the city of MOOS- 
COW. 

In 1240 the Mongrel Herds burned Elk¬ 
iev and those who fled the attacks migrat¬ 
ed northward. 

In 1242 German Teutonic Knights wero 
defeated on frozen LAKE PRIAPUS by 
PRINCE ALEXANTLER NEVSKIER. 


From 1505 to 1533 Russia was ruled with 
an iron hoof by IVAN the MOOSE, the first 
Tsar. He married a commoner, ANTLAS- 
TASIA ROMOOSOV. This paved the way 
for the long reign of Romoosov rule that 
began in 1613. 












Party leader 
Mooschev and 
United Herds’ 
Vice President 
Richard M. 
Mooson 
engage in the 
historic 
“Bathroom 
Debate” in 1957. 




ABOVE: IVAN MOOSLOV creates 
the conditioned reflex. 

BELOW: BORIS PASTUREMOOSE, 
author of “Doctor Mooshvago”. 


Also in 1957 the 

U.S.S.H. 

launched 

MOOSNIK, 

the first 
man-made 
object 
to orbit the 
Earth. 


LEFT: 1972 Olympic Gold 
Medalist ANATOLI MOOSUP- 
CHUK, winner of the hammer 
throw. 


Durine Mooschev’s period of party 
leadership, Russia and the United 
Herds of America became rivals in both 
the arms race and the space race. 

He was succeeded in 1964 by LEO¬ 
NID MOOZHNEV, who is party leader 
today. 


BELOW: Dr. Melville Moose 
discovers a world-renowned 
Russian beverage called Vod- 
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Do they really get sick, 
in this movie? ^ 


Can I hove one ticket 
to the religious 
movie, dearie? 


lift... what's that 

peculiar smell? 


What are you trying^ 
to sneok in under 
your coat, ma'om?j 











Suddenly, the 
flashlight leaps 
upwards unexplainably 


and lands 


>h, wow—far-o 

special effects, 


The movie 
unfolds.. ■ 


sh-sh-shudder 
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• ■ ■SATAN 
MEPHISTOPHILES 
YOU KNOW All THE 
h.mi NAMES' 


I FT ME INTRODUCE 
MYSELF 

I AM THE DEVIL . 


A MD I ALSO HA 
BAD BREATH' 


HEAR ME, 
SATAN- 
-THE POWER 
COMPELS YOU! 


MOTHER OF MERCY! 





it&t&Uil&iniH/niUi 


THE POWER COMPELS YOU! 
THE POWER COMPELS YOU! 


It’s true, Martha-^ 
the movie must 
be horrifying. Look 
at those people 
leaving the A 
^. theater 
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THE WORLD’S DIRTIEST FIGHTING 
SECRETS CAN BE YOURS... 


THE SUPREME GRAND ZIT-POPPER OF THE 

BLACK COW FIGHTING SOCIETY 

brings you the fraudulent secrets of 

3 BUM ZURK 

^ “the death poke” 

in this new, improved killing manuaLi 


“THE MOST VIOLENT’ 
MAN ON EARTH!” 

Bringing to you these very forbidcen and ultra- 
nasty ways of harming virtually everyone you 
know is COUNT DUMME. who would not hesi¬ 
tate to RIP HIS MOTHER S EYES OUT. Count 
Dumme won the Intercollegiate High School 
Boxing Championship in 1962 when he beat up 
his coach, employing the death-dealing arts of 
Karate, Kung Fu, Jiu-Jitsu, Aikido, and Kick In 
The Groin. The international House of Pan¬ 
cakes crowned the Count—"Father of the Year" 
when he ATE HIS OWN SON drenched In 
syrup. 


PEA DUES T 

fARMiNG 

secsgts 


THIS BOOK CAN END 
SOMEONE’S LIFE 


Long buried beneath a haystack in Farmer 
Brown's forbidden loft, this UNUSUAL and very 
GRAPHIC secret manual of PUNCHING and MAIM¬ 
ING has never before been available except to 
members of the BLACK COW FIGHTING SOCIETY 
and their next of kin. Everyone who ever read it 
DlEO HORRIBLY by page three. 

Yes, this is the SICKEST, most PERVERTED 
book ever written, except for the Pentagon Papers. 
It will teach you how to BLOODY, FLAIL, THRESH. 
IMPALE, DISEMBOWEL, and otherwise cause se¬ 
vere PAIN to anyone and their DOG Instructing you 
through every step on your way to becoming a 
BLOODTHIRSTY MURDERER is the meanest, 
hainest, father-raper of em all. the CROWN PR¬ 
INCE OF THE DANGLING, BLOODY FOOT- 
—Count Dumme, conceded by all who know him as 
the most VICIOUS FIEND SINCE LEE HARVEY 
OSWALD, the man who offered to OVERTHROW 
CHILE WITH HIS BARE HANDS AND RIP ITS 
GUTS OUT AND EVEN EAT THEM lor dinner! And 
he doesn't even LIKE Chile, or tamales eitherll 


BLACK COW FIGHTING 80CIETY 

Ths BLACK COW FIGHTING SOCIETY is Ihe MOST 
REVOLTING GROUP OF PEOPLE YOU'LL EVER 
MEET. Every Wednesday, they meet in a DARK 
ALLEY and BEAT EACH OTHER UP. All they know 
how todo Is FIGHT. They have NO OTHER INTEREST 
In life except BRUTAL DEATH. They think you are 
stupid enough lo JOIN THEM. Maybe you are. Do you 
want lo know how lo RIP A GOAT TO DRIPPING. 
BL00D-DRENCHE0 SHREDS with your BARE 
HANDS? The Black Cows know, and they will leach 
you how to use the seme deadly techinque on your 
BABY BROTHER. 

Until recently, these people were LOCKED AWAY. 
Bui since Watergate, anything goes Once bound lo 
secrecy by their OBSCENE and NAUSEATING oalh ol 
Ihe tom toenell, they have now doclded to sell out 
and submit lo death by thumbtacks In the forehead 
just lo let you learn Ihe secrets ol BUH ZURK. 

BREAK A TOOTH 

Included in the manual Is a GUARANTEED system ol 
wrecking anyone's mouth. This Is no lly-by-nlght 
DUMB LIE. This book will show you how lo rip and 
crush your neighbor's root canals with a SINGLE 
MAIMING BLOW lo Ihe KNEEI You simply SHATTER 
HIS KNEECAP, and when he lallsto Ihe ground, YOU 
SHOVE YOUR SHOE DOWN HIS THROAT There are 
LOTS OF PICTURES ol Ibis In Ihe bookl 

POISON NAVEL 

Many say there Is something wrong with SAVAGELY 
BITING AN OPPONENT'S NAVEL AND PULLING OUT 
HIS INTESTINES WITH YOUR TEETH, but we do not 
agree. The completely morclless mutilating, man¬ 
gling, malicious techniques employed by ANCIENT 
COW FARMERS are presented In LURID DETAIL lor 
Ihe first lime. Forbidden secrets which had their 


origins In the Slone age before human beings could 
THINK or TALK out their differences are now available 
to keep your neighbor Irom stealing your WATER 
HOLE or sneaking into your CAVE at night to ravish 
your DAUGHTER. These utterly REPULSIVE tech¬ 
niques are lust plain HUMAN NATURE, and it's no 
wonder you want lo learn them lo PROTECT YOUR¬ 
SELF Irom STONE AXESand other weapons slill used 
by MUGGERS and PUERTO RICANS and DARKIES. 
This Is an appeal lo Ihe very WORST side ol your 
personality, because deep down you want lo KILL 
YOUR BEST FRIEND BY SHOVING HIS HEAD IN A 
MEAT GRINDER. But Ibal is-sloppy and slow and 
POISON NAVEL is taster, especially it he licks out his 
LINT! 

OUR BIG BUCKS GUARANTEE 

We cannot guarantee lo make you a master ol Ihe 
GOUGING ARTS or even an expert. Thai requires 
practice, which means you must MOVE TO NEW 
YORK, where there are so many people you can KILL 
THOUSANDS before Ihe police even notice. Bui we 
can make a BIG BUCKS PROMISE that Ihis book will 
Show you MORE WAYS TO KILL ONE PERSON than 
you will ever need It you tve In Iowa There are NO 
GIMMICKS n Ihis book. Only pages The gimmicks 
you order later, and they cost a lot. but they are even 
MORE HARMFUL AND CRUEL than a BUTCHER 
KNIFE RAMMED DOWN THE ESOPHAGUS AND 
TWISTED Alter minutes ol training, no one will ever 
come neer you. Someone mey even try to shoot you, 
but by Ihen, you will know how lo PULVERIZE HIS 
NOSE AND RUB IT INTO THE CONCRETE AND MAKE 
HIM EAT YOUR SISTER S TROPICS. And II anyone 
doubts you, just send him lo Count Dumme. who will 
personally SHOVE HIS FACE INTO A PILE OF COW 
MANURE lor you, tree ol charge, il he Is in Ihe 
country. II he is In Ihe city, It will hive lo be CAT 
LITTER 




BLACK COW 
FIGHTING 
SOCIETY 
MEMBERSHIP 


r 13LACK.C0W 




handsome gold-on-black piece of cardboard with your 
name and address Inscribed In COW BLOOD on Ihe back 
if you MAIL NOW for your free bookl 


eiGVMG SQOZXV 

MAIL GAURANTEED NO-RISK COUPON NOW 


I . . . or we may be al your home LATER, all of us, Ihe enbre BLACK COW FIGHTING 
SOCIETY, and we are just liable to POUND YOUR FACE IN tor not mailing this coupon. 
Remember, lor only $5.95 including postage, you gel your FREE BOOK and a dead cow's 

■ longue to HIT YOUR GIRLFRIEND WITH, II you are not sabsfied you may stick Ihe tongue 
out at us. "I promise only lo kill and harm bad people and noi lo ram my elbow into the 
^ president’s ear, don't I?" 


please print In big letters 


Address 


■ City State Zip 

Father's Yesrly Income - Do you have a good-looking sister?. 

■ How much more are you willing to spend for even deadlier secrets?_ 

No. Really. How much?-Good. You'll hear from us soon. 







Youth. Speed. Mechanization. Specialization. Efficiency. Mass production. Expansion. Precision. Func¬ 
tionalism. A veritable roll call of America's hang-ups as a nation. For this issue's in-depth report, the 
Berserk Department of CRAZY examines the lone American industry which caters—literally—to all 
these hang-ups! Come with us into a world where high school girls race against machines in an effort 
to perform twelve jobs at once to produce a plethora of products that are all exactly alike. But hang 
onto your gut. You're about to devour... 


A CRAZY White Paper Report on 













Han Does Not 
Live by Bun Alone 

A Capsule (Naturally) History 
of Fast Food 

Those of us who are old enough to remember 
the days when you went to a restaurant and had 
to eat there, on a table, on real plates, probably 
believe that we were around when fast food first 
appeared on the American scene. We remember 
the grand openings of McRonald’s, Burger Barf, 

White Cesspool, Sicko Taco, and the hundreds of 
other yellow-and-brown buildings that seemed to 
spring up from the pavement overnight, hurling 
at us a never-ending, ever-expanding array of 
foods that could be prepared, served, consumed, 
and excreted within five minutes. We learned to 
eat off grease-absorbent paper and spread condi¬ 
ments from neat little plastic packets. It was the 
beginning of a new society. Or so we thought. 

We were wrong. 

Fast food is not a concoction of the mechanized, 
industrialized, plasticized, hurry-up twentieth 
century. We perfected the art, it’s true, but fast 
food has been around since the dawn of the pri¬ 
mate we call man. 

It is likely that early man, though primarily 
herbivorous, may quite by accident have been ex¬ 
posed to the fast food phenomenon. As man hud¬ 
dled under a tree during a thunderstorm, light¬ 
ning striking the tree might well have char-broiled 
a monkey or a squirrel, causing the animal to fall 
at man’s feet, smoking and taste-tempting. Man 


could well have wrapped the animal in fur and 
hurriedly taken it to the family cave, where it 
would be devoured enthusiastically. 

From that day forward, man would be dissatis¬ 
fied with waiting for his meat to be cooked slowly 
over a fire. He would search after each storm to 
find the quick-cooked animals and bring them 
home to store for later use after a brief re-heating. 

This, of course, is only informed speculation on 
what might have happened in a time before man 
knew what was happening or how to write it down. 
But recorded history also provides us with several 
accounts of fast food long before our own era. 

The event which history marks as the official 
discovery of fast food occurred in biblical times. 
The Children of Israel, in their haste to flee the 
evil clutches of Pharoah, found themselves in need 
of food for their journey. There was no time to bake 
bread. It was necessary that they order something 
"to go” that could be prepared quickly. The elder 
of the Burger Tribe, Moshe McRonald, was in¬ 
spired by God and developed a bread which cooked 
in one-tenth the usual time and which could be 
stored easily in papyrus wrappings for distribu¬ 
tion along the route. It is recorded in a little-read 
passage of the Torah that “it came to pass that 
the loaves were prepared, wrapped, and, over the 
forty years’ wandering in the desert, over 18 bil¬ 
lion served." 

The recipe for that bread was lost for centuries 
until it was rediscovered by an ancient Roman 
chef, who decided he was tired of taking the time 
to wash dishes after every meal. He set out to 
develop an edible plate on which to serve his favor¬ 
ite foods. The noodles of his homeland proved too 
brittle for his purpose, so he consulted historians, 
who told him of the bread developed by the He¬ 
brews. Claudius Pizzarius modified the recipe and 
so created the perfect base for his culinary delights. 
The contemporary version of the dish still bears 
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a truncated form of its inventor’s name; we call 
it the pizza pie. 

Perhaps the greatest boon to the fast food in¬ 
dustry, however, was the discovery that food could 
be “stretched” by adding such ingredients as soy 
meal and everyday bread crumbs. There have 
been many, many instances in which food has been 
thus prepared, but the one that stands out in the 
minds of historians is the episode concerning a 
throng of people at a seaside picnic and a caterer 
who, to cut expenses, fed everyone using only 
seven loaves and seven fishes. 

The realization that burning oil or animal fat 
could replace the fire for cooking also advanced 
the progress of fast food. Once it was learned that 
food could be prepared by immersing it in hot oil, 
cooking time was greatly lessened. It is a well- 
documented fact that armies of the Middle Ages 
often singed their meats in the very oil they would 
later pour on their adversaries in battle. 

One famous colonel in the army of fourteenth- 
century Spain was renowned for his discovery that 
chicken wrapped in bread dough, then dunked in 
oil, would emerge crispy on the outside and tender 
on the inside. The colonel blended fourteen differ¬ 
ent herbs and spices into his breading and always 
cooked up more chickens than he could eat. He 
loaded the leftovers into buckets and sold them 
throughout the camp. 

As fast food gained popularity, it became an 
obsession with those involved to find the perfect 
way to stretch the food to serve the greatest num¬ 
ber of people with as little actual nourishment as 
possible. One product of this keen competition 
was the birth of “portion control”, the use of scales 
to standardize the amount of meat, fish, or po¬ 
tatoes in an individual serving. This practice elim¬ 
inated all the “your-sandwich-is-bigger-than-mine” 
fights which threatened to stifle the industry while 
still in its formative years. 


The greatest contribution, however, was the 
recognition of the razor’s role in the fast food 
industry. Frenchman Arby Bonjour discovered 
that by slicing meat with a razor, it was possible 
to give a sandwich the appearance of being heaped 
with meat while, in reality, the meat was sliced 
so thin one could read through it, then fluffed up 
to give the effect of overstuffing. 

Arby Bonjour is also credited with the discovery 
that an entire cow could be ground up and then 
pressed back together again, utilising all the 
parts, to produce synthetic meats in the shape of 
a real roast. 

That was the beginning. Another Frenchman, 
Emile Cubee, made it convenient to fill glasses 
with ice instead of wine (now soda). Britisher Wil¬ 
fred Bunn’s ingenuity provided a suitably taste¬ 
less enclosure for synthetic meat. American Puri¬ 
tan Solomon Bland constructed the first fast food 
restaurant in the New World and decorated it to 
fit both his surname and the texture of the food, 
thus establishing a precedent still adhered to to¬ 
day—that the walls should be bare, the chairs, un¬ 
comfortable; the tables, overcrowded; the eating 
itself, a chore. 

Thus we see that the foundations of the multi- 
billion-dollar fast food industry which engulfs us 
now were laid millions of years ago and required 
all of recorded history to evolve into the monster 
of today. We see all around us the culmination of 
the work of the ancients, the dedication of the 
chefs and efficiency experts of millenia past. We 
rest secure in the knowledge that every conceivable 
corner has been cut in the quest to provide mankind 
a meal in the shortest time possible, free from con¬ 
cern over such trifles as clean-up and nutritional 
value. We have seen the emergence of an enterprise 
which, in time, may rid man of an evolutionary bur¬ 
den he has borne through all the ages—the curse of 
chewing. 
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Dear Abyss, 

I am the most attractive girl at my 
high school and have no problem getting 
dates. However, I do have one worry. 
Since I average eleven dates per week, 
I am always eating out, and you can 
imagine the kind of places my dates 
take me. what with the high cost of 
food these days. I am afraid that eating 
at all these fast food joints will have 
a detrimental effect on my flawless 
peaches-and-cream complexion. Is there 
anything I can do to avoid ruining my 
skin while not sacrificing my exciting 
social life? 

A WORRY WART 

Dear Wart, 

Your problem is one that affects mil- 
lions of attractive teenage girls with 
flawless peaches-and-cream com¬ 
plexions. Young women are turning 
away in droves from fast foods, because 
they've learned that a single greasy 
drip on their faces from between the 
buns can mean dermatologist bills for a 
lifetime. The fast food industry has 
taken note of the problem (and of their 
shrinking profits! those greedy so-and- 
so's!). however, and many restaurants 
now offer a carbonated grease-emulsi¬ 
fying soft drink in addition to the usual 
assortment of colas, root beers and fruit 
punches. This new drink tastes just a 
little like chipmonk saliva, so it may 
take some getting used to. But exercise 
your will power and order a glass next 
time. If your tongue can endure it, your 
face will thank you for it. 



Dear Abyss, 

I am the mother of a 17-year-old 
daughter, and I have a problem.'! know 


?4tt4cuen& fo frequently yuntuted- 
question*, afoul frAt frod 


times and attitudes have changed, but 

I haven't. I only allow my daughter to 
date boys that I have met. and I always 
insist that she be home by nine on school 
nights and ten on weekends. What wor¬ 
ries me is what goes on in the parking 

lots of these drive-in restaurants that 

my daughter frequents with her dates. 
Last week I iound some contraceptives 
in her room, and I fear the worst. 1 am 
not sure my daughter can cope with the 
situation. Can you help? 

OLDMA 

Dear Old, 

Much goes on in those cars in the 
restaurant parking lots, everything 
from light petting to total disgusting 
perversion. For this reason, I have pre¬ 
pared a pamphlet designed to help the 
adolescent female deal with virtually 
any parking lot situation which could 
conceivably arise. Send a self-addressed 
stamped envelope and 25C to me for It 

Takes Two Hands to Handle a Whop¬ 
per. I'm sure it will be of help to your 
daughter. 



Dear Abyss. 

I am 23 years old and am afflicted 
with a rare skin disease known to doc¬ 
tors as Poxus Lunus, or more com¬ 
monly as Terminal Zits. I have learned 
to live with my face like it is and have 
even been able to accept the fact that 
people are repulsed by the sight of me. 
Thus, I write to you not to ask for ad¬ 
vice. but to warn others of the dangers 
of a diet consisting entirely of ham- 
burgs, fries, and colas. All that is left 
for me now is a career posing for pic¬ 
tures in a carnival show as the "Moon- 

Faced Man.” I hope others will head my 

words and ease off the fast foods. 

"CRATERS" O'NEILL 

Dear Craters. 

Thank you for your deeply moving 
letter. I am certain you will understand 
why I did not print the picture you en¬ 
closed. For other readers concerned 
about Poxus Lunus, I have prepared 
yet another pamphlet that will allow 
you to diagnose your own condition 
without the expense of a visit to the doc¬ 
tor. Send a self-addressed stamped en¬ 
velope and 25C to me for Terminal Zits: 
Self-Examination Procedures and Guide 
to Do-It-Yourself Skin Grafting. 



Dear Abyss, 

I am not the complaining sort, but 
I've really had it with the rude treat¬ 
ment I get from waitresses and armed 
guards in my local fast food restaurants. 
I'll be waiting patiently at the counter 
for my food —for which the waitress has 
already taken my money — and if I dare 
to ask her to hurry it up, please, I’m 
hungry and I'm on my lunch hour, she'll 
fire back: "Look, mister, I don't cook 
the crap. 1 just stuff it inna bag an' 
shove it in your hands. Get off my case!" 

Then, when I sit down to eat the food, 
the security man, swinging his billy 
club ominously, saunters up to m® and 
says, "Chew faster. There's a fifteen- 
minute time-limit on tables." 

I can wait in line forever, but I only 
get fifteen minutes to eat my food! Does 
that sound fair to you? 

HARRASSED 


Dear Horry, 

Fast food establishments aren't in¬ 
terested in fairness—they're interested 
in flow. If you occupy a table for too 
long, it means someone else who's been 
waiting on line forever can't sit down. 
But there are two solutions. 


First, you cun learn bow to play musi¬ 
cal tables. When you've been sitting at 
one place for exactly fifteen minutes, 
you gather up your meal, bolt from your 
chair, and land in another across the 
room all in one flowing motion. It takes 
time to master this technique without 
spilling liquids. 

Or you can purchase one item at a 
time. The usual house rule is that for 
every "forever" you spend on line, you 
get fifteen minutes at a table. Thus, for 

a hamburger, fries, and a coke, you could 

earn as much as forty-five minutes' 
table time. 

A third possiblity is to punch the 
waitress in the mouth, shove her face 
into the thickshake machine, and leave 
while you still have your dignity. 


CONFIDENTIALS: 

To Piggo...Cut down to twelve Big 
Racs a day and exercise. 

To Ringworm... Move to Manila. 

To Unpopular...That is no way to at¬ 
tract girls, and, yes. it is illegal! 
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PREPARING YOUR OWN 

FASTFOOD 


One of the great myths of the fast food industry is that these restaurants serve a meal you cannot—nor 
would be especially inclined to—make at home. That's simply not so. With the right ingredients, a little 
practice, and the proper attitude of indifference as regards the taste and texture of whatever you're cook¬ 
ing, you can prepare a dinner to rival any drive-in's for blandness and lack of appetite appeal. CRAZY'S 
researchers and industrial spies have obtained, at great personal risk, the recipes required to create the 
basic fast food feast in your own kitchen, and we present them herewith: 



Hamburgers 

Ingredients: 

1 pound extra-fatty ground beef (Gov't 
inspected “Grade R"is O.K.) 

I cup bacon grease 
1 pound bread crumbs 
1 pound ground soy meal 
1 cup MonoSodiumGlutamate for 
preservative 

Preparation: 

Mix all ingredients together in a bowl. 
Form meat into patties, making sure 
that each pattie’s diameter is less than 
three inches. Place patties on hot grill 
and flatten with 20-pound sledge ham¬ 
mer. Cook approximately 45 seconds 
on each side. Place on rolls and keep 
under sunlamp until ready to serve. 
Hamburgers may be considered fresh 
for up to ten days. Recipe makes 250- 



French Fries 

Ingredients: 

Potatoes 

Grease 

Salt 

Preparation: 

Peel potatoes (if desired) and cut to 
favorite shape and size. Soak sliced po¬ 
tatoes in lukewarm water for 24 hours 
or until proper sogginess is achieved. 
Heat grease to 400 degrees. Dump sog¬ 
gy potatoes into grease. Allow three 
to four minutes cooking time (no more 
or potatoes will regain'their crispness). 
Remove potatoes from greaso, but DO 
NOT DRAIN. Add salt as desired. Al¬ 
low fried potatoes to sit under sun¬ 
lamp until all moisture is removed, and 
serve. 



Onion Rings 

Ingredients: 

Dehydrated Onions 
Water 

Flour 

Grease 

Preparation: 

Blend dehydrated onions with water 
until mixture is consistency of clay. 
Mold mixture into rings. Let rings dry 

under sunlamp until shrivelled, then 
dip into paste made of flour and water 
for battering. Repeat dipping process 
until each ring is battered to one-inch 
thickness. Drop into hot grease (400°) 
and cook until black. 


Milk Shake 

Ingredients: 

1 tablespoon powdered milk 

1 cup powdered chalk 

2 cups water 

1 teaspoon artificial flavoring (vanilla, 
chocolate, or strawberry) 

Preparation: 

Mix powdered milk, chalk, water, and 
flavoring. Stir, making sure that milk 
and chalk are completely dissolved. 
Shake by hand or mix with blender. 
Add water to achieve desired texture 
if too thick. Add additional chalk to 
thicken. Place under sunlamp next to 
fries and hamburgers. Serve piping hot. 

(Warning: DO NOT ALLOW MIX¬ 
TURE TO SETTLE! Serve within for¬ 
ty-eight hours of preparation!) 


A Note to the 
Gourmet 

It is possible to substitute any num¬ 
ber of different substances for the po¬ 
tatoes in the French Fries recipe. This 
allows the master chef—or, in its prac¬ 
tical application, the high-school drop¬ 
out who can't make Kool-Ade —to pre¬ 
pare many dishes from a single basic 
recipe. 

CRAZY’s research team has experi¬ 
mented with such variations as french 
fried carrots, french fried ballpoint pens, 
french fried plastic combs, and french 
fried socks. The recipe performed as 
promised: we were unable to tell the dif¬ 
ference between these substitute items 
and real potatoes when prepared as 
directed. 

CRAZY's Berserk Department ac¬ 
knowledges the aid of Dot and Marty's 
Roadside Cafe and Laundromat (“Where 
the Elite Meet to Eat and Get Off the 
Street”) in the compilation of these 
recipes. Dot and Marty’s is located six 
miles past the Surfold Exit on High¬ 
way 73, Loxup, Oklahoma. Beginning 
next spring. Dot and Marty will also 
offer all-night key-grinding service. 
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HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 

Part VIII—A glimpse at Moosekind’s role in the rise and fall of the Herd Reich 



Ein tourencheaper obern das auto¬ 
bahn auf historendeutschland mit 
herr Doktor Melville Moose, VFW, 
BO. und PU. 

Der herr Doktor ist recognizen 
in das worldenwiden as ein gros- 
serwisenoggin auf das “Master 
Herd.” 


HAHBuRe-EK 


n*ANKFiinrQ 


As I sat grazing from the window 
of my hotel room in downtown 
Hamburger, Germany (home of the 
hot dog), I thought back to the days 
of my youth when my relatives told 
me tales of my family ancestry. 
Apparently another branch of the 
Moose Family tree had its roots in 
Teutonic soil. My great-great-great 
grandcow was born in Frankfurt 
(home of the hamburger). 

Around 500,000 B.C., the famous 
HEIDELBURG MOOSE roamed 
German soil. His fossil remains 
were discovered in 1907. 

Around 100,000 B.C., the Rhine¬ 
land was the home of the NEAN¬ 
DERTHAL MOOSE. 


AoSTtt'ft 


Germany today 


Ileidelburg Moose 


Neanderthal Moose 
Later, CELTIC and TEUTONIC 
herds from various parts of Europe 
and Asia settled in Germany. 

Records show that around 300 
B.C.,two other civilizations immi¬ 
grated to the region. One was the 
WOLF, which came from the North, 
around the Baltic Sea. The other 
was the SHEEP, which came from 
the South-east, around MOOSE- 
POTAMIA. 

The tension that resulted from 
this triangular coexistence set the 
tone for the balance of German 
history. The WOLVES became 

E oliticians and soldiers, the SHEEP 
ecame businessmen, and the 
MOOSES remained farmers and 
common citizens. 

After the Roman Legions were 
defeated in 9 A.D. German herds be¬ 
gan grazing throughout western 
Europe, England, and Spain. 

Around 800 A.D.,CHARLEMOOSE 
became the first German Emperor 
of the Roman Empire. 


The three major 
herds of Germany 
are the Wolf, the 
Sheep, and the 
Moose 


Writer & Artist: BOB FOSTER 
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From 1095 to 1200 German 
Mooses participated in the 
CRUSADES, which was an 
attempt to recover the HOLY 
PASTURES from the MOOS- 
LEMS. 

In 1450 the art of printing 
was nearly discovered by 
JOHANN MUTTONBERG, an 
eminent member of SHEEP 

E opulation. When he sent 
is suit to be cleaned and 
pressed he forgot about the 
can of alphabet soup he had 
left in his jacket. Capitaliz¬ 
ing on the messy results, Jo¬ 
hann hurried home to work 
on an idea, and before long 
he produced the famous 
MUTTONBERG SOUP CAN, 
which could not be pressed 
and could be left safely in 
his suit. 

Between 1465 and 1528 the 

two great artists HOOFS 
MOOSEBEIN DER ELDER- 
GEEZER and HOOFS MOOS- 
BEIN DER WHIPPERSNAP- 
PER produced a long line of 
masterpieces that spanned 
two generations. 

In the eighteenth century 
musical masterpieces were 
created by LUDWIG VAN 
BF.ATHOOFIN, GEORGE FRE¬ 
DERICK HOOFEL (best known 
forhisHOOFEL'S MOOSIAH). 
and RICHARD WAGMOOS 
(author of the opera ‘DIE 
MOOSTERSINGER f ‘). 

The architect of German 
unity was OTTO VAN BIS- 
MOOSE. In 1871 the FIRST 
REICH was established and 
in 1887 North and South Ger¬ 
many were united to form the 
SECOND REICH. 

With the end of World War 
I the Second Reich collapsed. 

In 1919 the WEIMOOSE 
REPUBLIC was established 
and was ruled by two legis¬ 
lative bodies: the REICHS- 
WOLF, representing the rul¬ 
ing class (Wolves), and the 
REICHSTAG, representing the 
farmers and common citizens 
(Mooses). The businessmen 
(Sheep) were not represent¬ 
ed. BAA's of protest were 
voiced but the Sneep were Ig¬ 
nored. 

In 1925 Field Marshall 
PAUL VON HINDENWOLF be¬ 
came President of Germany. 
Hindenwolf ruled with an iron 
paw and the discontent of 
the unrepresented Sheep be¬ 
came more evident. 



"Portrait of a Merchant" by Hoofs 
Moosebeln der Whipperenapper 



A scene from the opera 
“Die Moosterslnger” 


The “Red Moose", 
World War 1 flying ace 
Moosfred Von Rlchthoofin 



Ludwig Van Beathoofin 


Otto Van Bismoose 


Paul Von Hindenwolf 


The Muttonberg 


sou 


can 













It was at this time that there 
appeared on the political scene 
a Wolf Commandant who pro¬ 
mised to rectify the situation. 
His name was ADOLF SHEEP- 
LEGRABBER, head of a mili¬ 
tant group known as the 
BROWN FURS. 

In 1923, Sheeplegrabber had 
been jailed for early attempts 
to seize power. It was during 
his term in jail that he wrote 
his blueprint for the conquest 
of Germany and Europe: 
‘‘YOUTH IN ASIA.” 

Released In 1924, he took on 
a new image and in 1930 staged 
rallies to win the support of 
the Sheep. 

In 1933, Sheeplegrabber 
was appointed Chancellor of 
Germany. When Von Hidenwolf 
died in 1934, Sheeplegrabber 
became master of Germany. 
His plans to rectify the non- 
representation of "the Sheep 
was in reality a plan to do away 
with an important segment of 
the Sheep population. He 
initated a program to eliminate 

the EWES. 

Allied herds took action to 
rectify that situation and in 
1945 Sheeplegrabber and his 
armies were defeated, mark¬ 
ing the fall of the HERD REICH. 


a meeting ot tne Brown rurs 


Sheeplegrabber’s old image His new 


as "Uer Furrier’’ 


“Der Furrier” reviews his 
‘moose-stepping’ troops as they pass 
in parade in 1939 


A 1937 rally at Elchburg in honor of Sheeplegrabber 


ABOVE: General Dwight D. 
Eisenhowler, Commander of the 
Allied Herds. 

RIGHT: The “Desert Moose,” Erwin 
Rommoose, Commander of the 
“Afrlka Herd.” 
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Since 1948, Germany has 
consisted of two zones: East 
and West. East Germany is 
controlled by the Russians, 
while West Germany is under 
Democratic rule, as initiated in 
1949 by the first Chancellor of 
West Germany, KONRAD ANT- 
LERNAUER. 

Today both German states 

belong to the United Herds. 

Happily, many memorable 
contributions to the betterment 
of Moosekind have emerged 
from this strife-tom nation. 
For example, besides the ever- 
popular economy car the 
ELCHSWAGEN, there is the 
uxurious MOOCEDES-BUNZ. 

Space technology owes much 
to the work of rocketry expert 
WERNER VON MOOSE. 

And it was tho Gorman cine¬ 
ma that gave the world the im¬ 
mortal MARLENE MOOSRICH, 
star of the film classic “THE 
BLUE ANTLER," directed by 
JOSEPH VON STERNBULL. 
Other film classics of the era 
were "DR. BAMOOS,” and 
FRITZ MOOSE'S "MOOSTROP- 
OLIS." 

And the world of science 

will be forever indebted to the 
German physicist ALBERT 
ELCHSTEIN for his discoveries 
in the field of Atomic Energy. 
He was noted also for his 
theory of RELATIVITY: “If 
our mother and father don’t 
ave children, chances are 
that you won’t either." 


ABOVE; Plans for a rocket 
designed by Werner Von Moose 
RIGHT: Dr. Melville Moose 
visits one of Germany's splendid 
castles along the picturesque 
Rind River. 



The Moocedes-Bunz 


The Elchswagen 


A scene from Fritz Moose’s 
“Moostropoils’’ 


Marlene Moosrich in 
“The Blue Antler” 


Werner Von Moose 









We're using up the world's 
supply of fossil fuels at a 
frightening rate. The 
possibility of running out in 
the not too distant future is not 
beyond imagination. 

On a recent fact-finding 
mission through the dusty 
files of some Detroit auto¬ 
manufacturers, CRAZY'S 
resident consumer advocate, 
HUGH JARDONN,uncovered some old energy-saving transportation ideas 
that may once again be worth looking into. On these pages. Mr. Jardonn 
presents a few of those ideas for our readers' consideration. 


THE AEROSOL-DEODORANT BUS. All passengers shake bus well 
before using, by jumping up and down and rocking it. The driver 
depresses the button on the roof by sitting on it. A side benefit 
of this vehicle is the fact that there would no longer be the 
unpleasant smell of diesel fuel. Instead you could experience the 
good smell of BRUT. Or the passenger could smell like the bus of 
his or her choice. This would be an improvement over previous 
similar designs employing C0 2 , Sarsparilla, or seltzer, even though 
some people like flat COLA and the seltzer would keep the streets 
clean. When transporting farm workers an insecticide could be used 
for crop-dusting. 


THE BALLOON CAR. Invite your friends over the 
night before to help you inflate the balloon and 
attach it to your car. Simple valves control the 
rate of air release and thus the speed of the car 


CONSUMER JARDONN 

ONEIDENTIAL 
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THE MAGNET CAR. A large steel plate built 
into the hood of this car is drawn to the 
magnet which is suspended in front. 


THE POGO-BUS. For the weight-conscious commuter. Up to forty 
inter-locking units with optional rain shield. 


THE CABLE-COASTER. An elevator whisks the commuter At the end of the day the commuter takes an elevator to 
to the top of a 110 story office building in the suburbs. the top of the 110 story office building in the city, boards 

There he boards the Cable-Coaster which coasts to the the Cable-Coaster, and coasts to the first floor of the 110 

first floor of a similar 110 story office building in the city, story office building in the suburbs. Fuel consumption: 


THE FIZZIE-MOBILE. A water tank in the 
rear awaits the induction of the secret 
ingredient Z-16 (FIZZIES). The resultant 
effervescent pressure is the propellant. For 
the driver with a hangover, Aspirin 
tablets work just as well. (Secret 
ingredient Z-17). 


THE MOTH-MOBILE. Similar in principle to the Magnet Car. 35,000 
moths are contained within a net in the hood of the car in front of 
which dangles a candle. The moths are attracted to the candle. Not 
recommended for daytime use. 
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Vou Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When... 


You Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When... 


You Know You're REALLY 
CRAZY When ... 




■.. you start thinking "Star 
Trek" was the greatest TV series 
of all time! 


. you start wishing there’d be 
a sixth "Planet of the Apes" 


... the good-looking blonde next 
door forgets to pull down her 
shades... and you call her up to 
tell her about it! 


You Know You re REALLY 

PRA7V UUhan 


You Know You're REALLY 

rOA7V UUhan 


You Know You’re REALLY 

PRA7V UUhan 


.. .you actually start enjoying 
these “Features We'd Be Crazy 
To Print!" 


... someone offers you a 
Napoleon Brandy... and you 
think it was named after you! 


... You catch a "Twilight Zone' re-run 
you hadn't seen before—and you can't 
guess the “twist ending"before the first 
commercial! 


FEATURES WE D BE tmfO TO PRINT 

Hoy, remember us? We’ro *ho people who vowed to high heaven that, in our never-ending efforts to create a high-class humor mag, 
we would definitely not include some of the lowlife-type features you're used to seeing in other, less selective parody mags. Well, 
this time around, wo promise not to showcase any feature uninspired or unimaginative enough to be called — 

YOU KNOW YOU’RE REALLY CRAZY WHEN- 


YOU Know You re KtALLY LHAZY 


You Know You're REALLY 


... you start believing the political speeches you 
hear on TV! 


types make a crack about your new 
duds, and you find yourself saying: "I heard that!" 
















Wo don't know about you, but we of the CRAZY crew have always wondered what would have happened If someone also besides the actual 
creator had produced some of the great movies of yesteryear. F'rlnstanco —what If Mel ("Young Frankenstein") Brooks had filmed "2001:1 A 
Space Odyssey," or if Woody ("Sleeper") Allen had produced ‘The Exorcist." 

Well, we decided It was about time to answer this and so we posed the pointed. If slightly dumb, query ... 



I'd lived In 

~ West Peg for several years; 
my smoll tinker-toy house only a brief 
50 yards from the famous Gearsby 
Mansion. Yet, in all thattime, I hod 
never seen the mysterious A 


Jay Gearsby. 


A CRAZY Movie Rip-off Starring 



as TOM BOLTARMOUI 


A BILL SKURSKI/NINA MENDE production, filmed in conjunction with CLOUD STUDIOS. 
Additional dialog: MARV WOLFMAN 





















Across the bay in fashionable EAST 
PEG lived my automated cousin 
(twice re-wired), Dizzy, and her 
sparkling aluntinui l-alloy 
husband, Tom Boltarmour. 


He was a cranky sort. And she 
had to be cranked twice a day. 


f They’re having a re-fueling 

Vparty at the Gcorsby Mansion, 
\_^tonight, my deor._.— 


Oh. it will be lovely, 
providing it doesn't 
v rain, Tom, deor. , 


I don’t have a single 
dress that goes 
with rust,you know. 


s' I guess you’re right, my 
deor. Now, let’s retreat into our 
quasi-bored-rich apathetic-life before 
I blow onother gasket. 


s 'But I guess such 
' things ore fascinating ^ 
for them. Imagine, having 
. nothing better to do than 
throw their (ugh) fleshy 
\ bodies before our car / 


Oh, I say. Is that a 
body squashed 
beneath our car, 

. sweet Dizzy? / 


' Yes, a\ 
common 
human. 


r But don’t^^^ 
fret, my dear. 

No one will take this 
seriously. After all, it 
takes two to make an 
accident. A 


Being human, 

/— and an impartial observer. I had to^\ 
notice the stupidity of the above banal '■ 
repartee. On the occasion of the fifth car 
crash my cousin and her mechanoid mate had 
today, I thought to myself that it seemed 
os If they were programmed 
to revolt me. 


In fact, one of the' 
few who did not 
revolt me 
(probably because 
he revolted 
everyone else in 


''That iron mon who represented^ 

everything I was not: tall, rich, 
handsome, and highly conducive to 
► the north magnetic pole^^^^ 


























v Tell me— < 

ore you reloted 
to those intricate 
machines that 

registers 

^ earthquakes? a 























I was on to you 
the first time I 
saw your fancy 
gearshift. 


You're X? 

drunk agoin. Tom. ^ 
Haven't you learned not to 
. get high on rubbing J 
fcsJ alcohol? 


No, Dizzy! >. 
Y Romombor the doy 
I carried your 
, punch-cards so your 
\ sockets wouldn't 
sweat? ^ 


Your wife doesn't 
love you, Tom. She 
only cares for your 
.extension piug.y 








5"* Oh. Joy, you're T 
programmed to expect 
too much from me. You need a 
new punchout. 


At leost you could use a 
screwdriver, you cheap alloy! 


the two loves of my 
hydraulic life ore fighting 
gearshift over fork*crone for 
me. I must take this time to 
ponder if I am truly worth 


I om so sad - > 

life has not been 
good to me. . 


' After oil, ^ 
it's given me o port 
in this dumb movie, 
s. hasn’t it? _/ 
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For whol preyed on~ 
Gearsby's mechanical 
mind was his own lack 
of knowledge of his 
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Are you sick of the present? Fed up with the now? Have you had it up to here with the dullness and 
boredom of the stupid seventies? Well, who hasn't? You think you're alone in this? Listen, Kid—these 
1970's which we, the people, just happen to be so unfortunate as to be going through, are, according 
to a noted expert, the dullest era in all recorded history. Or, as a certain friend of ours likes to say, 
"Man, I mean, there's nothing to do nowhere nowadays. No adventure. No excitement. No special 
orders. Nothing!" He's right! And, don't look for any relief in the future either. The years ahead, accord¬ 
ing to our most reliable source, are going to be even more boring than the present is! Ahh, but the past 
— that's where escape can be foundl So, come with us now—as we jump into the thrilling daze of yester¬ 
year, simply by picking up the latest issue of our favorite pulp magazine... 



Art MARIE SEVERIN 
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“Keep your hands off my parody,” 
Wild Brew shouted. 

“Or, I’ll shove your stupid face 
right through this spittoon!” 
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Chapter Ten 

FOOTLESS AND FANCY FEET 


OUR STORY SO FAR: A brown and white horse 
with abnormally long ears had met a strange 
and grisly death at the hands of some unknown 
gunslinger. In addition, Mary Lou Delbert, a 
prominent school-marm and former fiancee of 
the president of a large mining company, was 
guarding a terrible secret. The posse first sus¬ 
pected foul play when they discovered that the 
blind faro-dealer who had been run over by the 
same rustled herd seventeen times had a map of 
the mine tatooed on the sole of his left foot. His 
other foot was missing. Three days earlier, how¬ 
ever, a wagon train flying the flag of a territory 
which no longer existed had been sighted just be- 
yong the third plateau. Now it was no longer 
there. 

E ver since her third birthday, Cynthia 
“Simple” O’Toole had a hard time coping 
with contemporary society. She couldn’t 
walk because her legs were shorter than each 
other. She couldn’t skip. She couldn’t jump 
up and down while making funny faces. She 
couldn’t dance. So she would simply sit and 
sip her lemonade and watch the weasel packs 
race past the farmhouse. 

Then, one day not long after Cynthia’s thir¬ 
ty-seventh birthday, a stranger rode into 
town and, without so much as an introduc¬ 
tion, commanded Cynthia to stand and walk. 
Not only did she walk; she raced around the 
farmhouse seventeen times, then collapsed 
and died. It was officially labelled a miracle. 

But stranger things had happened. Michael 
William Smythe-Williams Junior the Third, 
eminent and likeable billionaire-marshal, 
knew that full well, and he wondered, as he 
left his fetid office, just what would happen 
next. 



Snow was falling all over the place. “Sure, 
it’s snow," Michael said to himself. “But it 
isn’t like that sissy stuff they get back East.” 
This was real snow, and it was like pigeon- 
droppings—gobs and globs of pigeon-drop¬ 
pings—and now it was falling all over a 
bunch of idiots who should have known bet¬ 
ter than to be out in weather like this. 

Michael made his way through this sloppy 
throng—clowns covered by millions of bro¬ 
ken eggs, oozing down their faces and slop¬ 
ping onto their suits —and headed toward the 
saloon. These people he passed were crying 
louder than a wounded dirigible protecting 
its ycrung. 

God, thought Michael, these top-heavy 
dance hall girls and reformed, penny-pinch¬ 
ing gunslingers only know half the story. 
What’s going to happen once they learn the 
whole truth? Mass suicide, perhaps. He was 
heading past the general store, trudging 
along that muddy street he had skipped so 
gaily across only days before. 
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Days? Yes, two days to be exact. No, im¬ 
possible! Impossible! —his mind kept scream¬ 
ing. Yet, no matter how impossible it seemed, 
it was true. It had only been two days ago 
that he met Jake Crookedshoe. 

Jake Crookedshoe, who, disguised as a 
ship’s doctor, discovered the Rorticon Con¬ 
spiracy. Jake Crookedshoe, who, disguised 
as the Pope, led the camels out of Ireland. 
Yes, he was even that self-same Jake Crook¬ 
edshoe who, disguised as New Zealand, over¬ 
heard the plans of the Australian Satanist 
Combine and warned Heaven Preserve Us in 
time to avert an international cartel. Per¬ 
haps you’ve heard of him. 

Michael still marveled at Jake’s ability to 
see far, far into the future. He knew every 
move that was going to be made. He even 
predicted his own tragic demise. 

In the beginning, there were words and 
music, sung by that deranged trio Michael 
rode with. And there was the book. His book. 
"God is Jake with Me.” He had been work¬ 
ing on it for years, had completed the first 
seven chapters, and then he met Jake. Now, 
he knew somehow that he would never finish 
the book. Perhaps something of Jake had 
rubbed off on him. The future became clearer 
with each passing moment. 

“Move your car outta here!” somebody 
some day would say. Michael knew that now. 

Jayce Silvernose was waiting just inside 
the saloon doors, wearing his finest black 
hat. Jayce’s eyes met Michael’s eyes. Then 
Michael shoved Jayce aside. No time for an 
instant replay. He had already humiliated 
Jayce twice that day before, and seven times 
during the previous week. He was in no mood 
to waste time on punks who never knew 
when to give up. He was after bigger game. 

You was among them. You who awoke af¬ 
ter fifteen years as someone else and dis¬ 
covered he was You. 


But You wasn't there in that room at the 
top of the stairs. Janie Silvershoes. who 
waited tables for You whenever he was in 
town, climbed out of bed, put a satin sheet 
over her head and aptly pretended that she 
was a piece of furniture. 

“It’s only me, push-pin,” Michael grum¬ 
bled. 

Janie was only five feet and a quarter inch 
tall, but she was the most popular girl in all 
of Cynthia City. She had hair the texture of 
lumpy gravy. 

She took off the sheet and, after putting on 
her studded Stetson hat, concentrated on 
straightening her plastic doily. 

He asked the unnecessary question. “Has 
You been here?” Her smile was answer 
enough and all the answer he got. 

And Michael knew then and there that he 
had gotten back to town too late. You had 
come and gone. He was out there on the trail 
now. Out on one of a hundred possible trails. 
But Michael wasn’t about to let it end there. 
He would catch up to You and catch You up. 
Somehow, somewhere, he would make You 
pay for what he did to Jake Crookedshoe. 

He stuck a couple of thin cigars into his 
frustrated frown, adjusted his gunbelt so that 
perhaps it wouldn’t chafe so much, and step¬ 
ped out into the waiting snow. 

At that same moment, three hundred miles 
to the South, the dam broke, sending a three- 
mile high tidal wave of tapioca and lemon 
ice cascading toward that simple little cow- 
town called Cynthia City. 


Next: Chapter Eleven: 

Showdown at the 
Plot-line Falls Saloon 
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Pledge #2 in a Series of Three: We hereby attest and affirm that we will not stoop to publishing a pleth¬ 
ora of cheapie-type monster-movie photos, accompanied by corny balloons dedicated to the proposition 
that the epitome of humor is to be equated with repeated references to bodily excrescences, sophomoric 
sexual innuendo, and the commercial cliches of the maladroit Media. Translation: We ain't never gonna 
do nuthin' with no title like — 




Lot's choose 

up sides and 

smell armpits! 


'lease—not now! 
I have to go to 
the bathroom! 


y Hoy. no lair! 

We're out of room \ 
already, and I haven't 
even hud a chance 
to mention belching. 

athlete's foot. 
l nosebleeds, warts. / 
\ pimples, acne. JA 


Avon calling! 

I'm Terry —fly me to Miami! 
I hate to say this. Mr. Kong- 
but you've got htui breath! 
Only your hairdresser 
V knows for sure! / 


You're in ""tT 

/ good hands with All-State! ' 
Please don't squeeze the Charmin 
I'll make you an offer you can t 
k refuse! A 

I^^Try it — you'll like it!^^ 
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And now, we'll wrap up this section by swearing that we will never waste two whole pages of our precious total 
of 52 on a Cinemascopic spread filled with limp-minded lunacy and left-over Joe Miller jokes, all precariously cen¬ 
tered around a common theme. And, in particular, we're never going to yield to the almost irresistible tempta¬ 
tion to parody one of our very own competitors, by slapping together a feature along the lines of— 


This is the day Dave Burp delive 
his latest gag feature, "The 
Brighter Side of Leper Colonies. 


But, Jerry, how can 
I write next 
issue's parody of 
"Oklahoma Crud"? 
I haven't even 
seen that movie! 


I toll you, Pro-baby, you ve 
gotta update all those 
T-vs.-Spy" gags. Nobody 
believes in that stuff any 


more 


Huh? I didn't even know 
Darn was in the 


He isn't. But didn't 
those 


you ever see 
cartoons of his? 
Man —that’s sick! 


Because, senor, when it 
comes to crossing the 

1 Vt 



border—1 know what 1 
r —\ am talking! 

, 1 

mm 
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The boss says that National Spittoon 
mag is stealing away our older 
readers. We've gotta prove we re 
as hip as it is! 


Sorry, fella, 
but we don't 
need any 
more humor 
writers. We've 
had the same 
ones for 20 


Cmon, Annie. 


someplace 
where we're 

appreciated! 


Right! We'll do a spread 
on something really hip, 
like—er— uh — ummm — 


Water who? 


Hey. Alf —you better 
watch it! There's a new 
humor-mag in town — 
and its mascot says he's 
out to get you! 


I'm sorry, Lou, but you’ll havi 
to do this TV spoo f over. 

But, chief,- 

it's really 

funny! This PknovTI 


j J0i|5!3 'sSdS uiSjmu op q.usaop 
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HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 

Part IX—Moosekind’s French Family Tree was a grapevine that 
took root in the vineyards of Champagne and Burgundy. 



A snapshot excursion through the 
history of FRANCK, the land of ro¬ 
mance. where the wine is fine and the 
dining divine. With Dr. Melville 
Moose. AA. HA. BMOC, noted arche- 
olist. paleontologist, tautologist. and 
intoxieologist.D r. Moose is recognized 
as one of the world's leading authori¬ 
ties on French Fries. 


The Romans once had a lot of Gaul. 


r ) WS > /// ' y. I Although cavemoose occupied the 

t) I region as early as 20.000 BC, the his- 
vtw u / lory of France doesn't really begin 

until 507 AD. It was then that a herd 
W.. WmMy.C \\V^ : known as the GAULS, led by KING 

CLOVEN, employed a new weapon to 

_ 1 •'! _ purge themselves of Roman rule and 

KING CLOVEN, the first king of France. establish the kingdom of FRANCE. 


Stone weapons excavated 


After the TREATY OF VERDUNG In 
043 AD. the history of Moosekind in 
France is a series of complicated con¬ 
flicts over successors to the throne. 
From KING CHARLES THE HORN¬ 
LESS to PHILIP AMOOSTUS. and the 
Victory of the Bovinas against England, 
to NAPOLEON BONAMOOSE. 

Unfortunately space doesn't per¬ 
mit an in depth study of the details of 
these conflicts and successions. Space 
dousn't even permit an In depth study 
of what we will cover. 

Besides, who wants to read all that 
crap anyway? Let's get right down to 
the good stuff. OK gang? 


KING CHARLES THE HORNLESS 


The famous French dessert 
“Chocolate Mouse." 


NAPOLEON BONAMOOSE 


One of the first things that comes to. 
mind when we think of France is the 
AWFUL TOWER, built by ALEXAN- 
DOUILLER AWFUL for the Exposition 
of 1889. 


MARIE ANTLERNETTE manipulated 
French kings for personal gain, but to 
no avail. 





The art and artists of France have 
left an overwhelming heritage of mas¬ 
terpieces in manv forms. 

AUGUSTE RODANTLER. the great 
sculptor, began his career In the town 
of CALAIS where he operated a ham¬ 
burger stand. Seeking a gimmick to 
sell his burgers, Rodantler would mold 
his meat patties into appetizing shapes 
and forms. They sold like hot cakes. 
Unfortunately they didn’t sell like 
hamburgers. 

Customers were buying them to 
take home and display on their coffee 
tables and mantlepieces. After a few r 
days, if the sculptures hadn’t been 
eaten, they began to smell bad. To 
avoid this Rodantler began to cast his 
hamburger sculptures in bronze. 


Rodanllcr’s “THE STINKER 


Rodantler's “THE KISSER’ —10BC 


AUGUSTE RODANTLER, photograph 
cd by Edward Stelchorn. 


AT THE MOULIN MOOSE” by Toulouse-Laumoose. 1B92. 


The "seamy” side of life 
such as that found along the 
MOOSEMARTE was often the 
setting for the paintings of 
HENRI de TOULOUSE-LAU¬ 
MOOSE. 

Ho and ALPHONSE MOO- 
SHA are recognized a,s two of 
the greatest Frerich Theater 
Poster artists. 


LEFT: “JOINT" done In 1897 
by Alphonse Moosha. 


RIGHT: “DIVINE NIPPONESE 
done in 1893 by Toulouse- 
Laumoose. 




Iftlhlk 


“DANCING COW” by EDGAR DEMOOS, Is typical of his 
pustel work. 


rv of French literature: 


CLAUDE DEMLISSEY 
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JEAN JACQUES MOOSEAU, au¬ 
thor of “THE SOCIAL CONTRAC¬ 
TION” and “A MEAL." 


From the world of French music: 


Short story writer GUY de 
MOOSEPANT 


ALEXANTLER DUMOOS, author of 
“THE MOOSE IN THE IRON MASK," 
and “THE THREE MOOSEKETEERS." 


HECTOR BERLIMOOS 


DJANGO REINHORN 


"CARD GAME" by PAUL MOOZANNE. his style was 
the forerunner of Cubism. 


“SUNDAY AFTERNOON IN THE PARK” by GEORGES “MOULIN do la DUNKIN DONUTS’’ bv PIERRE AU- 
MOOSEURAT. He was the originator of Pointillism. GUSTE MOOSOIR. 




28-Z.y 'D Lb 4-fb «QU 



Sex calf" BRIGITTE BOUDOIR 


French cinema is noted for its das 
sic films, actors, and directors. 


A scene from "BEAUTY AND THE 
MOOSE" director by JEAN MOOSTEAU. 


BELOW: A scene from “THE AN' 
DALUSIAN MOOSE" (“ELAN ANDA 
LOU”), a French film classic direct¬ 
ed by LUIS BULLNUEL. 


Actor JEAN-PAUL BELMOOSO 


American actor LON MOOSE in his role 
as “THE HUNCHNOSE OF NOTRE 
DAME." 


REVIEW QUESTIONS 


FILL IN THE BLANK 


These stones were used as weapons 
by the Gauls. They are called. 


This Gaul works at sea. He is called a 


MULTIPLE CHOICE 


Intoxicologist Dr. Melville Moose par¬ 
ticipates in a tour at one of the grout 
French wineries. 


^ lis is merchants of Gaul sail 

A a song about him. The title of it was: 

JbAf ^ "/ A) Gaul of My Dreams 

" V B) My Gaul Sol 

C) The Gaul From Ipanema 

4. The author of "Gaul of the Wild" was: 

A) Jack London 

B) Jacques Paris 

C) Jacob Jerusalem 

5. The “Hunchnose of Notre Dame" was in reality: 

A) Mime Marcel Mouseau 

B) Bellringer Quasimooso 

C) Dress designer/Yves St. Lauren tier 

6. The great sculptor August Rodantler operated a hamburger 
stand in Calais. It was called: 

A) Burgers of Calais 

B) Jacques in le Box 

C) Augie's Greasy Antler 


> 
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The CRAZY FINGER THEATRE Proudly Presents 

TBE FABULOUS PUPPETS 

Starring in Steve Skeates’ 

li L>m£ D % JXJOS7 

(based on a play by William Shakespeare) 

With sets and costumes by Ron Zalme 



Face it, folks— puppets are in! Toy stores are 
filled with puppets. The Muppets are raking in 
money hand over fist, with movies, T.V. programs 
and personal appearances. And even Farfel is 
back on the tube. 


Well, now, here’s your chance to cash in on this 
trendy trend, as without further ado we give you 
the fabulous fuppets (short for “the fabulous finger 
puppets”). And you control every move they make. 

The stage is yours (providing you have an old shoe 
box lying around the house somewhere). The sets, 
the props and the puppets themselves (as well as a 
wonderful script for your first production) are found 
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on the following pages. 

So, go to It— cut, paste and put together. Then, put 
on a play. Charge admission. Make millions. But, 
once you’ve made it to the top, just don’t forget 
who your old friends are— especially us. After 
all, we're the Ones who got you started in show 
business in the first place. And a goodly 
percentage of your show biz profits hardly seems 
like too much to ask. 

But perhaps we’re getting a bit ahead of ourselves 
here. After all, you haven’t even put on your first 
production yet. So, what are you waiting for? We 
don’t intend to wait on our cut forever. So, please, 
get a move on, willya? 




































HI THERE, I'M FR/AR LAWRENCE 
ANP I 'M GONNA SHOW YOU HOW 
TO PUT ALL THIS STUFF TOGETHER 
SO THAT YOU CAN PUTON YOUR 
OWN FUPP ETSHOW/ 

r FAR OUT,HUH?^\ 
/ BESIDES THIS \ 
1 MAGAZINE YOU'RE } 
V GOING TO NEED... 7 



...A SHOEBOX, CPRE PER ABLY 
ONE WITHOUT ANYSHOES IN IT) 
A PAIR OF SC ISSORS ANP 
SOME PASTE, GLUE OR SOME 
OTHER SUCH STICKY ADHESIVE 
GUNK. 









NOW, TAKE THE SCISSORS ANP 
CUT TWO HOLES IN THE SHOE- 
SOX. TH/S MAY TAKE SOME TIME 
ANP EFFORT 1 CAUSE SHOEBOXES 
ARE SO TOUGH THE YUS UALLV 
v OUTLASTTHE SHOESJ / 







WHEN YOU'RE FlNISHEP CUTTING,THE 
BOX SHOULD LOOK EXACTLY LIKE THIS' 
(WITHOUT THE ARROWS ANP NUMBERS) 




BE CAREFUL' 
NOT TO CUT 
.YOURSELF. > 



fFOLO THE 
r FLAPS ON THE 
BOTTOMS OF 
THE PUPPETS 
^BACKWARDS... 



NEXT, WE \ 
CUTOUTTHE \ 
FUPPETS ANP’ 
PROPS FROM 
THE INSIDE 
FRONTCOVER. 
IT MIGHT HELP 
TO PASTE THE 
WHOLE COVER 
TO A THIN 
SHEETOF i 
CARDBOARD 
FIRST/ J* 







PROCEED TO CUTTING OUT THE 
CURTAINS ANP FOOT LIGHTS 
FROM THE INSIDE BACK COVER. 
THERE'S AN EASEL ON THE 
RIGHT HAND CURTAIN THAT X 
FIND PERFECT FOR ANNOUN 
CING THE ACTS. 
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FOLD ALL THE FLAPS \ 
ON THE STAGE FIT- U 
TINGS AWAY FROM THE C 
FRONT LIKE THIS.you 
CAN APPLY GLUE TO I 
THIS EDGE... 


... ANPSTICK 'EM ALONG THE 
INSIDES OF THE SHOEBOX 
CALONG THE INSIDE RIM OF 
WHAT USED TO BE THE 
TOP OF THE BOX)UNTIL A 
IT LOOKS LIKE THIS . 






^X'»X-V 








NOW, CUT THE BACK¬ 
GROUNDS OUT OF THE 
MAGAZINE AND ROTATE 
'EM 'TIL THEY'RE RIGHT- 
SIDE UP/CTHEY'RE ON 
PAGES 71,73,75,77 AND 
79) 




NEXT. FOLD THE TOP 
FLAPS BACKWARD AND 
THE BOTTOM FLAPS 
FORWARD UNTIL ALL 
THE BACKGROUNDS 
LOOK LIKE THIS 


f 




IF you've FOLLOWED 
ALL THE INSTRUCTIONS 
RELIGEOUSLy(HEH,HEH ) 
VOU'LL BE ABLE TO READ 
THE SCRIPT PRINTED ON 
THE BACKOF EACH 
BACKGROUND/ 




ON ACT 
H, YOU'LL 
HAVE TO CUT 
OUT AND 
ATTACH THE 
, BALCONY 
C PRINTED ON , 
THE INSIDE 
BACK / 
COVER)..yA 


ssl 

WlSlMlI 


fi’iyPr'* 

ipil 




IU 




.AND 
ON ACTX 
YOU 'LL 
HAVE TO 
CUTAND 
FOLD UP 
THE 
BIER. 


REMOVE THE AUDIENCE, 

CPAGE Bl) CUT ALONG 
THE THICK OUTLINES AND 
FOLD THE FLAPS UP 
UNTIL THE PAGE LOOKS 
k LIKE A ROWOFCUTE 
\ LITTLE TOMBSTONES.., 







ML- 








...OF COURSE 
IT HELPS IF 
YOU'RE NOT 
ALL , 
THUMBS/ 




:TlN 
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Una x.Noa) an 3H aioj 

SCENE TWO 
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Uno l.NOO) 3H3H 0103 

SCENE THREE 
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3AM 3N33S 

FOLD HERE (DON'T CUT) 
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FUPPET PROPS! 













































You are about to witness a crime! This is o 
subtle operation, so watch closely! 


A ten man gong is about to rob this person. 
First, five of the gang, known in the trade os 
"bumpers," cleverly distract the victim. 


You can protect yourself against large 
money robberies by using American 
Expresses Traveling Checks. 


I The other five gang members are the "punchers." 
Using subterfuge and the Art of Distraction, they 
commit the actual robbery. 


Teddibly 

sorry, 

chop. 


OOPS! 


If your Traveling Checks ore lost, stolen or 
destroyed—you get an immediate refund. 
Hey! Learn some manners you people! 


That was the ten 

,- 

man gang again, 

heh- 

wasn't it? 

| heh! 


^ r 






































